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THE COOK OF BAR CIRCLE 


HE ARRIVAL of Dunlap at 
Bar Circle Ranch had been 
| accomplished without the 
blare of trumpets that had accompanied the arrival 
of some other cooks at different times presiding 
=} over the destinies of the cook house and chuck 
He appeared a month before old man Brandon died, 


wagon. 
and the square shooting owner of the Bar Circle had been dead 
a year now. , 

He had said in a few words that he was seeking health and 


employment. That was the way he put it to the old man, 
“seeking health and employment.” 

“What can you do?” the old man had inquired. 

“Nothing but cook!” Dunlap had replied. 

“Are you a good one?” 

“T don’t know; some say I am and some say otherwise. 
let the boys decide about that.” 

“Not a lunger are you?” 

“No, sir; I’m a nervous wreck, that’s all. I’m jumpy, go a 
foot in the air if you sneeze, but out here with these rolling 
hills, green grass and contented cattle I figure to renovate 
myself, so to speak.” 

Dunlap got the job, and the best doggoned meal the Bar 
Circle crowd had eaten in months was served up that night. 
Ditto breakfast, likewise at noon, and again that evening. Then, 
discovering Dunlap was jumpy and afraid of guns some of the 
moving spirits decided to have a little fun. A good time was 
had by all—except Dunlap. 

The next two meals were crimes. Soggy biscuits, pie worse; 
burned bacon and spuds; meat cooked until it was dry and 
stringy. Bar Circle ate in silence and said not a word, but they 
got the big idea and after that there was no more teasing 
of the cook. Dunlap pursued an unostentatious course, blend- 
ing with the scheme of things, minding his own business and 
as time rolled on he became less nervous and occasionally 
smiled. 

“That man,” Bill Goodwin remarked on more than one occa- 
sion, “is a fighter. I don’t mean the kind that goes at it with 
guns and fists, but the kind that fights with his brains. You 
can’t tell what's going on back of his gray windows when he 
looks at you, but it’s something in a mighty busy brain. He’s 
nobody’s fool—a good man to have for you and a bad one to 
have against you. a 


We'll 


What’s his game? 
_Old man Burt, one of the five Bar Circle pensioners who 
lived in a cabin by themselves, answered, “That’s what I’ve 
been trying to figure out. If he’d been raised in the land of 
guns, cattle and coulees, he’d have been a gunman, fighting on 
the side of right maybe, and maybe on the side of wrong, but 
a bad one. I’ve known several in my time like him. Three of 


em died with their boots on and guns barking, the fourth being 
quicker’n the others is going to live to be hanged or die in bed 
now that law and order’s come to the West. 
he’s a good cook and that means a lot in these days. 

Then the big boss died and with it a plan that he should 
have put down on paper, but didn’t. He had always been care- 


As for Dunlap, 


” 


By Frank Richardson Pierce 


less about putting things down in black 
and white. He gave his own word and 
accepted the word of others, and he 
kept his own word and certain rare souls who tried to put some- 
thing over on him found the sledding rough indeed. 

A thin-lipped man in an eastern city awoke one morning to 
find himself majority stockholder in one of the finest cattle 
ranches in the West. It was one of those tricks fate sometimes 
plays on mortals that Brandon’s younger half-brother had not 
expected it. He understood when he learned Brandon had 
delayed making a will and had died without kin other than him- 
self. He smacked his lips in appreciation of his good fortune 
and proceeded to examine that packet of papers a western 
attorney had forwarded. The smug satisfaction changed to a 
frown as he progressed. 

“Jim always was an idiot,” he muttered, “he’s fallen for one 
of those employee stock sharing plans. Why, the scum, his 
employees on his ranch owns nearly forty per cent of the stock! 
How the deuce he ever ran a successful ranch with his hired 
hands having a say in how it should be run is beyond me. Well, 
I'll have to settle that question for all time so far as the Bar 
Cirele is concerned. A laborer should be paid his wage low 
enough to teach him his place, and it should end there. I 
wonder if the West is still violent and killings are in vogue. I 
must investigate that and perhaps transfer the scene of activi- 
ties to more civilized centers.” 

As he examined the Bar Circle papers further, he found many 
things, mostly connected with treatment of the men, which 
caused him to frown. The fact that Bar Circle had paid neat 
dividends from the first did not matter. Sarl took a train for 
the West and in due time was driven to the Bar Circle. 

A warm welcome awaited him. The fact that he was the 
beloved Brandon’s brother assured it. He accepted it as his 
just tribute, asked many questions they might not have answered 
had they known what was in his mind, then announced there 
would be a stockholders’ meeting for the election of new officers 
at Frying Pan, the nearest town that boasted a sheriff. 

“Jim Brandon always held meetings right here in this room,” 
explained Goodwin as he crossed his long legs and regarded 
Sarl with the first glint of suspicion. “You see, all of the boys 
here are stockholders, some only holding a share, and others 
more. Old Jim always felt all the boys, big and little, should be 
present at meetings, because a hundred dollars’ worth of stocks 
means just as much to a man as a thousand dollars’ worth does, 
if it’s all he’s got.” 

“There are certain things that will require the presence of a 
notary. I understand Mr. Allaround Austin is one,” said Sarl 
with stiff determination. He saw a clash, the first, impending. 

“Allaround will come out to Bar Circle,” drawled Goodwin. 

“Perhaps, but it suits my convenience to hold the meeting 
at Frying Pan and let me remind you I am controlling stock- 
holder,” snapped Sarl. With this, he adjourned what had been 
an unofficial meeting. The boys watched him drive swiftly down 
the road and they knew the good old days were gone, for the 
time being at least. They all had something to say on the 
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matter, except the cook. He withdrew silently from the meet- 
ing. That night, however, he saddled a horse and rode to 
Frying Pan. Bil! Goodwin saw him and followed. At the out- 
skirts of the little community he tied his horse and approached 
the building that represented Frying Pan’s hotel. 

Voices came from a ground-floor window. Goodwin peered 
in, Dunlap, Bar Circle’s cook, was conferring with Sarl in a 
low tone. 

“He’s a stockholder, too,” muttered Goodwin as he withdrew, 
“but he’s a dirty spy also.” 

Official notice of the stockholders’ meeting was received at 
Bar Circle next day. It was addressed to Wm. Goodwin, fore- 
man. Bill climbed upon a table and addressed them. “We're 
fichtin’ for our jobs and stock both, now. I don’t like the way 
he’s going after things. 
We're going to have 
mighty little to say. He’s 
a legal sharp as I figure 
it, and everything is go 
ing to be within the law, 
but the best we'll get is 
the worst of it if we 
don’t watch our step. 
Every son of a gun here 
should be at that meet 
ing, except one to stay 
ard watch things at the 


ranch.’ 

“T'll stay,” said the 
cook quietly, “most of 
you own more stock than 
I do.” Whereupon Bill 
scratched his head and 
wondered what the game 
was. He was almost 
sure the cook would in 
sist on going. 

“All right 
he said at 

Allaround Austin per 
mitted the use of his 
store as a meeting place. 

The men filed in, awk- 

ward and feeling out of 

place fighting a game 

that was out of their 

line. “You're a lawyer, 
Allaround,” whispered 

Bill Goodwin, “the min 

ute anything isn’t regu 

lar you tip me off and ’ 
I'll start something.” 

Austin nodded, but as 
the meeting progressed 
not once did he have a 
chance to object to pro- 
ceedings. Sarl made 
himself general manager 
and treasurer, then gave 
himself power to act in 
all matters where quick 
decisions were necessary, 
such as taking advantage 
of a rise in market. Once 
he smiled, as a cat might 
smile at a mouse. “You 
gentlemen, of course, 
have a remedy at Court 
should any act of mine not meet with your approval, however; 
be sure the law is on your side,” he said. 

They looked at one another, then toward Austin. “He’s cor- 
rect!” said Allaround. 

“That’s his game he’s playing, not ours,” whispered Goodwin. 
“I'd give a thousand dollars to get him into a game of poker.” 

The move came swiftly. “Ill send my own foreman out to 
take charge of things,” Sarl announced. “You men who obey 
his orders to the letter may retain your positions. The others 
may as well clear out. Let me remind you that holding stock 
doesn’t carry with it a place on Bar Circle.” 

The Bar Circle boys looked at Bill Goodwin now. His jaw 
was set and he was gripping his chair as if holding himself in 
place by main strength. “Send your foreman out!” he said in a 
low whisper. “We'll be waiting for him.” 

The final blow came on the heels of the announcement. “There 
is another thing. I notice several men on the pay roll, drawing 


Dunlap!” 
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small sums. I imagine from their ages they are pensioners on 
the bounty of Bar Circle. These men will be given a month’s 
pay and discharged from further service.” 
Goodwin was on his feet, his eyes blazing. “Those old-timers 
gave the best there was in them for Bar Circle and should be 
taken care of now that they’re old,” he shouted. 
“I believe this State and county each supports an institution 
for the worthy poor,” replied Sarl. He was slightly pale before 
Goodwin’s wrath, but he was within legal rights and knew it. 
Sheriff Austin was present, too. Like Allaround, his brother, 
his sympathies were with the Bar Circle boys, but law and order 
must be maintained. “I am perfectly willing that stockholders 
vote on the question,” Sarl added, “and will abide by the decision.” 
“Sure you will,” sneered Goodwin, “holding sixty per cent 
of the stock and voting against the rest 
of us. Come on, boys, the meeting is 
over. We’re stung good and plenty. Let’s 
get home and settle it there.” 
They followed Goodwin out, muttering 
threats, ready for anything if Gocdwin 
led the way. 
Allaround Austin watched them nar- 
rowly. Long years in the West had given 
him a remarkable insight to the western 
Ma character. “Sarl,” he said slowly, “I 

wouldn’t crowd the boys too much. 
You’ve got a good crew there; good men, 
but sometimes gocd men 
turn to bad men when 
you walk on their toes. 
Seems to me your step’s 
right heavy.” 

“Mr. Austin, I’ve man- 
aged to get along with- 
out your advice for forty- 
five years and I guess I 
-an struggle along a few 
years more,’ snapped 
Sarl. 

“You haven’t lived in 
the West for forty-five 
years,” said Austin, 
tartly. “Don’t worry, I 
won’t drop any more 
hints. Most generally 
when I drop a word to 
the wise, I first make 
sure I’m talking to the 
wise.” 

Allaround and _his 
brother were alone at 
last. The sheriff spoke 
first. “Looks like Id be 
enforcing some law here- 
abouts pretty soon, and 
it’s going to go against 
the grain. Still, Bill 
Goodwin ain’t one to go 
off half cocked.” 

Bar Circle did little 
work the following morn- 
ing. They could _ not 
fathom Sarl’s game be- 
cause the man and his 


“Jim always was an idiot,” he muttered, “he’s fallen for one of those deals were foreign to 
employee stock sharing plans.” 


them, but they could 
speculate his 
methods. 

“He can’t take our stock away from us,” said Burt, “we own 
every cent of it.” 

“That’s true,” replied Bill Goodwin, “but he can make it 
worthless. He can ruin the ranch.” 

“But he’ll ruin himself worse because he owns the most stock,” 
protested another. 

“On the face of it it looks that way,” said Bill, but it don’t 
always work out that way if you’re a sharper. What do you 
know about Sarl, Dunlap?” Goodwin hurled the question un- 
expectedly so as to take the cook off his guard. 

“Nothing!” replied Dunlap with flashing eyes. “I wish I did.” 

Goodwin studied the cook several seconds, then reentered the 
ranch-house. “When Sarl’s foreman arrives to take charge, he'll 
find me in the office waiting to do business,’ he announced. 

The boys were disappointed. They had expected some fight 
from Bill. 

A big two-fisted man arrived at eleven o'clock. Sheriff 
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Austin brought him out in Allaround’s flivver. Then the 
sheriff cleared out so he would not be an unwilling witness to 
trouble. 

“T have nothing against you personally,” said Goodwin as the 
new arrival entered the office, “but I don’t intend to give up this 
job. If you can take it, it’s yours.” Goodwin laid two forty- 
fours on the table before him. Beside the guns he placed two 
bowie knives. Then he laid his two fists on the table. “You 
ean choose the means of settling this,” he announced. 

“Tl take fists, as I know nothing of guns and knives. I’m 
not a ranch hand, but Sarl’s personal representative.” 

“T thought as much, Mr. Browning,” Goodwin said, “nothing 
personal you understand.” 

“Exactly!” 

Goodwin locked the 
door and thrust the key 
into his pocket. There 
would be no interference 
from the outside. To- 
gether they lifted the 
table aside and the first 
blow struck by 
Browning. Goodwin's 
mouth bled slightly, but 
it stirred the blaze of his 
cold rage to white heat. 
It was not a pleasant 
fight, but a man’s battle 
to the finish. The crash 
of glass as their sway- 
ing bodies came against 
the window brought the 
Bar Circle hands on the 
run. They the 
struggling men, with 
torn clothing, fighting 
toe to toe. They clinched 
and fell, struggled to 
their feet and _ broke 
apart. Browning fell 
through the window +o 
the ground. 

“The winner!” he cried 
hoarsely, “goes out 
through the door, not the 
window. Help me back, 
boys.” 

Two men lifted him to 
the window and Bill 
Goodwin’s big paw 
jerked him into’ the 
room. Again the crash 
of breaking furniture 
filled the air. The watch- 
ers saw them fall to the 
floor, heard the impact 
of struggling bodies, 
saw glimpses of elbows, 
fists and heels, then a 
sinister silence. 

Slowly Bill Goodwin 
crawled to his feet, and 
fumbled in his pocket for 
the key. Then he un- 
locked the door and 
reeled out, painfully dragging Browning behind him. “He 
fought fair, boys,” he said through his bruised lips, “treat him 
right.” Bill collapsed into a chair, panting. The boys swarmed 
about the men with water, towels and bandages. 

“If Sarl would fight like Browning we’d have no trouble here,” 
cried old man Burt thumping Goodwin on the back. 

“But Sar! don’t fight like that,” muttered Dunlap the cook, 

“he’s fighting for complete ownership of this ranch, and you 
don’t get wealth that way.” 
_ Browning stood up and extended his hand. “No hard feel- 
ings,” he said thickly, “but the fight’s just started and you 
haven't a chance with Sarl. He don’t fight like I do, and I 
never could fight like—he does.” 

The Bar Circle boys cheered as one of the boys drove him to 
town. Browning filed a telegram that caused Allaround Austin 
to chuckle as he sent it slowly over the wire: 

“Was unable to take possession of Bar Circle. 
Am following on next train. 
Browning.” 


THE, LE ATHERNECK 


“We're fightin’ for our jobs and stock both, now. I don’t like the way 
he’s going after things.” 


Three 


The month that followed brought no developments. Out- 
wardly Sarl had backed down. He addressed both telegraphic 
and letter orders to William Goodwin, foreman. Equipment that 
would improve the ranch arrived by train frequently. It was 
expensive stuff and the old hands shook their heads. Some- 
body was paying for it and they had an idea they were. Checks 
for the first pay day, signed in Sarl’s almost feminine hand, 
arrived, but there were none for the pensioners. Bill Goodwin 
gave them funds from his own account—none too fat. 

Thousands of Bar Circle cattle milled about the shipping 
pens. Bill Goodwin did not like it, for the range was being 
depleted of even breeding stock. It did not seem good judg- 
ment, and yet he knew the cattle market was strong. Sound 
business judgment and experienced cattlemen said ship and keep 
on shipping. Long trains 
rumbled away from the 
sidings and the Bar Cir- 
cle boys felt as if money 
was slipping from their 
pockets with each rumb- 
ling cattle car. “He 
can’t steal our money,” 
said old man Burt, “he'd 
go to the pen if he did.” 

Dunlap, the cook, 
smiled a_ worldly-wise 
smile. The simplicity of 
Burt was similar to the 
others. “It’s not their 
game,’ Dunlap muttered, 
“it’s the game that Sarl 
and I know. Lord, but 
he’s plucking the boys. 
They feel it, but don’t 
know how to block it.” 

Allaround Austin gave 
the first hint. It hurt 
Allaround’s sense of 
trustworthiness, but 
something he heard go 
over the telegraph wire 
sent him to Bar Circle 
on the jump. Goodwin 
listened to Allaround’s 
brief remarks, then sent 
out a call for the hands. 
It was afternoon before 
the last man _ arrived. 
Tired, dusty and sullen, 
they prepared for bad 
news. 

“Boys, do you know 
who’s buying our cattle? 
Well, it’s Merrick!” 

The effect was start- 
ling. 

“That crook has failed 
in business five times,” 
shouted old man Burt, 
“he’s crookeder’n a 
snake.” 

“IT have wired Sarl to 
that effect,” said Good- 
win, “and I want you 
boys to confirm my ac- 
tion. Now shall we go down to the train on the siding and 
remove that last shipment of cattle? It’s mostly breed stock 
that’s going now. What’s the vote?” 

A chorus of yesses filled the air. One no! The negative vote 
came sharp and distinct. It stood alone, almost a challenge. 

“Why not?” demanded Goodwin. 

Dunlap, the cook, stood up. “Because it won’t do any good 
and will only get us into trouble. That’s why!” 

“Listen, Dunlap, you’ve been out of step with us for several 
weeks now. You’ve made three secret trips to town and you 
haven’t gone to Frying Pan to send your telegrams East. Tele- 
grams in code.” 

“T’ve furnished three good meals a day to the men, Mr. Gocd- 
win, and that’s all I am paid to do. My personal business is no 
affair of yours. I am telling you not to unload those cattle.” 

“And I am telling you you’re going to be under lock and key 
until this mess is cleared up,” snapped Goodwin. “Two of you 
boys see that he is locked up. We'll get along without a cook 


for a while.” 
(Continued on page 52) 


+ 
n 
rs 
be | 
re 
it. 
rs 
= 
nt 
t 
is 
ng 
yin is 
en = 
ch. | ie 
en, 
1en 
en 
ps ti 
an- 
th. 
few 
ped 
in 
i 
a 
ittle 
orn- 
his 
to 
ould 
his 
own 
»ck,” | 
don’t 
you 
un- 
did.” 
i the 
he'll 
fight 
neriff 


THE IEATHERNECK 


December, 1929 


ON THE OLD TUSCARORA 


ND WHIN ye have the whole av 
the spuds unvested,” said Mess 
Sergeant O'Meara to the two 


somethin’ like four quarts av 
cryin’ to see the light av day.” 


kept his ears at attention 
and his hands at the pota- 
toes. In his two months 
of hurried military train- 
ing he had learned much, 
not the least of which was 
the value of an open ear 
and a closed mouth. He 
was a son of Texas, and 
with his companion 

called by his mates the 
Sunburnt Boy because 
each successive day 
brought to light new lay 
ers of epidermis on a 
flaming nose was pay- 
ing the price of inepti- 
tude. Neither of them 
could get in phase with 
the rest of the recruit 
platoon in the manual of 
arms. The long fellow 
was cursed with a slow 
understanding. When the 
rest of the platoon was 
on the second count of 
“Right shoulder arms,” he 
was generally still won 
dering where his hands 
went on the first count. 
The Sunburnt Boy’s of 
fenses were of a different 
character, but equally 
heinous. He was one of 
those conspicuous indi 
viduals who “anticipate 
the command.” If the 
Sergeant said “Forward,” 
and paused to cough be 
fore saying “March,” the 
Sunburnt Boy was off in 
the distance, executing the 
command all by himself. 
He was prompt but pre- 
cipitous. Being misfits, 


the pair spoiled the appearance of the platoon on parade; ergo, 
they peeled spuds, at which occupation the drill sergeant hoped 
they would meditate on the error of their ways, and return 


to drill imbued with military fervor. They 
peeled on in silence, automatically dropping 
the shorn potatoes in a tub, while the peel 
ings went into a G. I. can. 

“T wonder,” it was the Sunburnt Boy, 
“how Sergeant O'Meara got that campaign 
ribbon?” 

It was the unexpected voice of the Mess 
Sergeant which answered from the depths 
of the flour bin. 

“How long,” asked that worthy son of 
Erin, “must ve wear th’ uniforrm av a 
private av Marines afore ye can differin 
chiate atween the Nyvee Cross and a cam 
paign bar? ‘Tis grayheaded the drill ser- 
geants must be gettin’, what with having 
to teach the ruddymints av military larnin’ to 
such as is so filled with abysmal ignerunce. 
Ye must have been in the Nyvee. Fergit 
the many decorashuns for which I have 
risked me life and limb, and concentrate all 
th’ niggative personality ye have, if any, on 
the disrobin’ av them potateys.” 

But even a Mess Sergeant has his human 


boots on K. P., “don’t try to caulk off, fer there’s 


The lankier of the two unfortunates heaved a gentle sigh, but 


By WAYNE H. ADAMS 


“I gets lots av applause whin I goes out, holdin’ me bottle and hick- 
coughin’ kinda disgusted like.” 


with what must have been 


the good leoks av her mither.” 


spots, although they are generally hidden 
under an exterior of energetic wrath, and 
O’Meara was no exception. That evening, 


when the meal was finished, the dishes washed, the morning 
Bermuddys as is meat cut, the tables reset, and nothing to do until four-thirty 
the next morning, he strode heavily over to where the Sunburnt 
Boy was gazing at a picture in his hand and sat himself down 


thunderously. When he 
saw whose picture it was, 
he became gentle on the 
instant. 

“Ah, ‘tis a fine lookin’ 
mither ye have there,” he 
said, seeing the veiled 
loneliness in the lad’s eyes, 
“and fine things she’ll be 
expecting av ye. Shure, 
the first marches are the 
hardest on the feet, and 
the first months the hard- 
est on the heart. Three 
things ye must learn, 
m’son, afore ye can park 
on yer bunk and borry the 
makin’s from Ole Man 
Prosperity. Niver let 
anywan find a bit av rust 
in yer rifle. Niver argue 
with yer sooperiors or 
more than two sailors at 
once. Niver think too 
much. And wan more, 
niver lie. "Tis a good man 
as can lie and get away 
with it.” 

He waved away the 
lad’s thanks. 

“If ye like,” he con- 
tinued expansively, eyeing 
the boy gravely, “I might 
spare ye the time to tell 
ye about this decorashun. 
‘Twas a curious thing, and 
a most unusual tale. 

“*Twas on the old “Tus- 
carora,” of which ye may 
have heard before. We 
had a fine bunch of Ma- 
rines aboard, for in them 
days they allus sent the 
tallest and the likeliest av 
the boys to sea. Sea-goin’, 


says they, makes the Marine. We were on scout duty, which 
means, m’son, nothin’ more nor less than goin’ some place half 
the time, comin’ back the other half, and fuelin’ up to go the 


other half. They was allus some sort of 
banana war goin’ on in the countries up the 
coast, for all the wimmin there raise their 
boys to be presidents, and each and ivery 
lad hopes to be a gineral or defecto presi- 
dent some day. 

“We lazies into Honduras one day, and 
the consul comes aboard to tell the old man 
that particular hell has broke forth in the 
wilderness up the coast, in the person av 
Gineral Pedro Gallego de Garcia y Maria. 
Said gineral is a native son av the swamps, 
who resides back in the untrod ways, from 
whence he emerges whinever his men run 
short av vino rojo. 

“Twas no surprise, fer we was old frinds, 
and had nearly connected with him from 
the rear more than once. All the byes called 
him Pete, and knew his favorite game was 
rooster-fightin’, his favorite drink was vino 
in large quantities without proper regard 
to quality, and his favorite dislike was 
water, taken either internally or externally. 

“He knew the masts of the “Tuscarora 
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by sight, and he had found out by sad experience that a ship’s 
shells travel a long way in a short time, and that whin said 
shells lights, they’re fightin’ mad. All av which has nothin’ to 
do with the story, but is merely backgrounds. 

“Since they’s no tellin’ whin we will be back, we loads up with 
supplies at Honduras, and hurries up the coast, for there’s 
ginerally a lot av traders and planters from the States who get 
homesick for the comforts av civilization whiniver the banditos 
start celebratin’ their native holidays. 

“We touches at a little bay, where a trader lived with his 
mestizo wife and daughter. Shure enough, frind Pedro has just 
departed, which is what he’s ginerally doin’ whin we arrive. The 
trader is crazy to make an extended sea voyage, and he wants 
it to last until somebody shows him a death certificate of Pete’s 
death, so he comes aboard, swearin’ at Pete for killin’ his pig 
and his wife. A pig, m’son, is a valooable animal in a tropical 
country. Iverywan listens and grins, until they get sight av his 
daughter, and thin they fergits all about him and his pigs. She 
is wan av thim willowy kind, with all the 
fire of her pappy, and with what must 
have been the good looks av her mither, 
and she drops smiles as easy as Hilin av 
Traw dropped her first husband. She had 
hardly been aboard half a day afore fifty 
per cent av the boys was considerin’ goin’ 
over the hill and settlin’ down with a 
banana tree and a moskeeto nettin’. Me, 
I was mindin’ me business, which is takin’ 
care av the detachmint. “Twas a little 
time Patrick O’Meara had for philanderin’ 
with the ladies, what with 
havin’ the rationin’ and 
the gear for the landin’ 
party to figure out. I 
wasn’t goin’ to enter no 
tourneymint where the 
odds was so much agin me, 
until I see Asia Mullens 
up on the fo’e’stle, makin’ 
his parrot say, ‘Que poco 
hay en este coco,’ to the 
senyoreety, which is Spig- 
goty, m’son, for ‘Polly 
wants a_ pretzel.’ Asia 
Mullens was a_ bo’sn’s 
mate, and he had charge 
av wan av the after guns, 
while I had the _ ither. 
Aside from natural com- 
petition atween the crews, 
we allus did cros wires, 
since the day I caught his 
parrot takin’ big hunks 
out av me newest China 
Khaki blou, which I have 
just bought in Olongapo, while this Asia sits on me bunk 
incitin’ the baste on. 

“Whin I see him cuttin’ such a wide swathe with his zoological 
appurtenances, and some av the byes start to wisecrackin’ about 
how a certain sergeant seems to be approachin’ seenylity, ’twas 
a challenge no O’Meara could ignore, so I casts me bayonet in 
the ring. "Tis the Irish who are the lovers of the worruld, and 
soon ‘twas no hard mattern to see who was 
the most popular with the ladies. We was 
both worrkin’ under a handycap, me and 
Asia, fer the lady couldn’t speak much 
English, we didn’t understand her Dago, 
and she couldn’t understand our French. 

“The chaplain aboard is wan av thim 
inergetic padres who are allus gettin’ up 
somethin’ to amuse the byes, ginerally 
whin they want to sleep, and since the 
senyoreety’s come aboard, he thinks this 
is a swell chance to show off the local 
talent. So a bos’n’s mate come around 
wan afternoon passin’ the word that all 
hands as can do annythin’ in voddyville is 
to give their names to the sky-pilot. The 
chaplain hisself comes around to where 
Asia and me is sittin’ with the senyoreety, 
lookin’ fer sea-horses, and he takes ad- 
vantage of the sitooashun. ‘Byes,’ says he, 
I feel sure that with so fair a damozel as 
a spectator to our efforts, you will be 
overjoyed to help us out this time.’ 


“A piece av burnin’ cloth falls onto the deck, follered by a couple 
of beans.” 


“General” Pedro Gallego de Garcia 
y Maria, who likes his (?) vino. 
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“Asia begins to swell out like the chaplain had been talkin’ to 
him alone. 

“*Why,’ says he, ‘at home I was allus in great demand whin 
there was intertainin’ to do. Put me down fer some card tricks.’ 

“‘T doubt,’ he adds, ‘whether you kin get anything outa the 
sergeant. He spent all his talent gettin’ them three stripes, 
and he spends most av his time thinkin’ up ways to get a dia- 
mond under ’em.’ 

“°*Twas an insult no O’Meara could take without an answer. 
Drawin’ mesilf up to me full height av six feet and three inches, 
and lookin’ him straight in the eye, baleful like, I says to the 
padre, ‘Sor, ’tis the Irish which have supplied the brains and the 
brawn to the worruld, and among the Irish the O’Mearas have 
iver been the pioneers. Whin I was a lad, ’twas allus regarded 
as a sorry bit av a man which would take 
up either card tricks or croshayin’. We 
was allus incouraged in the many arts of 
silf-expanse. Ye may know, ‘sor, that 
in old Erin one av the mainstays av the 
sportin’ worruld is the game av stilt- 
walkin’. Whin I was a lad, in all the 
County av Cork there was niver a man 
as could walk with Patrick O’Meara. 
With fifty-foot stilts would 
we wade in the lakes av 
ould Erin, God bless her. 
Howsomiver,’ I adds cau- 
tiously, ‘there’s no way 
av makin’ fifty-foot 
stilt, but I'll see chips 
and if he’ll make me a 
small pair, I’ll be glad to 
show the lady (bowin’ low 
and gallantly to the seny- 
oreety) the difference 
atween a man and a card 
sharp.’ 

“*Ah,’ says the lady, 
lookin’ at the both av us, 
‘maravilloso!’ 

“After I got to thinkin’, 
I started to kick mesilf 
where it did the most good 
for it had been many a 
year since I’d put me foot 
in a stilt. But whin the 
lady tells me that she 
thinks stilt-walkin’ is an 
art in itsilf, and I see 
Asia goin’ about down in 
the mouth, which is a sign 
he’s tryin’ to think, I’m 
me ould silf again. After 
the stilts was made, and I 
was goin’ to have a little 
dress re-hearse-al!, the bo’s’n av the sixth division, which is 
where we was goin’ to have the Happy Hour, comes dashin’ up 
with Asia taggin’ on his heels. ‘Here,’ says he, ‘I won’t have you 
ruinin’ my deck with them stilts. They’ll make dents in the deck.’ 

“*Somewan,’ I answers to Asia, ‘is allus puttin’ their foot in 
somebody’s mouth. Howiver, if I can’t, I can’t, and I'll throw 
the stilts away.’ 

“*Wait,’ says Asia, ‘if he walks on some 
canvas, it’ll be all O. K., won’t it?’ 

“‘T reckon so,’ answers the broad back 
and the weak mind. 

“*Well,’ says Asia, ‘I got a long strip o’ 
canvas in my seabag which I have been 
savin’ for to make some lacin’, but from 
the deep frindship I holds for Marines, and 
for Sergeant O’Meara in particular, I’ll 
personally see to it that he has a piece of 
canvas to walk on that night.’ 

“*T wouldn’t think of it, I interrupts, an 
O’Meara accepts charity from no wan, and 
least av all from a parrot-lovin’ bos’n.’ 

“*Hark,’ says Asia, ‘hear him talk. May- 
be he ain’t so proficient on them stilts after 
all. Great fellys fer blarney, these Irish.’ 

“*‘Bring on yer canvas,’ says I. 

“The next night the deck is darkened 
except fer a little spot just aft av the 
galley, where the boys is goin’ to perform. 
All the crew is there; not so much to see 

(Continued on page 50) 
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CHEVRONS 


ADIE surveyed the darkening bat 

tlefield. There was nothing to be 
seen that would indicate that 
some twenty thousand men were within a mile. 

Jake plucked at Eadie’s sleeve. “Sargint,”’ said 
he, “I'll never make a liaison guy, I can see that 
from this day’s work. Sargint, I’m goin’ to resign.” 

“Shut up, now,” said Eadie, “I’m tryin’ to think.” 

“Forget it!’ said Jake. “I don’t want to get killed today. I 
got some business to fix first. Sargint, I made over my in 
surance to a aunt an’ I’m sore at her now. I want to change 
my benifishary. Man, I'd roll over in my grave if I thought she 
had all that money. Lemme go back and do that an’ you can 
kill me as many times as you want to.” 

“Nix,” said Eadie. “We've got to hunt up some officers. If 
this outfit once establishes a line, then we can go out, maybe.” 
The sergeant reached out of the hole and picked up the cap- 
tain’s pistol. “I may need this before we get through,” he 
remarked. 

“Pigeon-blood!” exclaimed Jake. 
there’s no way to get out of it.” 

“Let’s drag,” said Eadie, “and see what we can see with the 
maior’s nice new glasses. The only way to go out with no 
questions asked is to get hit.” 

“Not gassed?” suggested Jake. 

“No, not gassed, you big skull. Didn’t you hear that crack 
the captain passed about my wound stripe? Don’t get gassed, 
Jake, you'll regret it the 
rest of your life.” 

The first hour or so of 
the night Eadie and Jake 
passed in calling out to 
men they heard plod 
ding by and asking them 
if they knew the where- 
abouts of any battalion or 
regimental command 
group. Sometimes the 
men did not answer, other 
times they said “No”; at 
other times they laughed 
harshly and directed Ea- 
die to find the deepest 
dugout ten miles back, 
prophesying that there 
would be a command 
group in it. 

“These guys are all goin’ back,” Jake observed finally. “I’m 
for goin’ with ’em.” 

“Let’s wait a little,” answered the sergeant. “I'll give you 
another lesson in liaison. You see those flares that keep going 
up? Well, the boche don’t shoot those over their rear areas, 
they go up from the front line. And as long as they don’t get 
any nearer, we’re safe from getting gathered in.” 

“Unhook your ear from them machine guns a minute,” con- 
tinued Jake, “and see what you hear.” 

“I don’t need to,” answered the sergeant bruskly. 

In the daytime, when a man is hit, the medical personnel or 
the stretcher bearers can see him, but at night this is not pos- 
sible. The wounded have a very real fear of being left to die 
in the darkness and they give voice to their feelings. 

Neither man spoke for a 
long time. “That’s my big 


“It ain’t our fault an’ yet 


By Leonard Nason 


“Yoh!” Up went the wheels, over crashed the truck. 


away on a mission up there on the Marne and 
never came back. Well, they can all go to hell. 
My conscience is clear and I’ve got the old 
G. O. that says I can wear a wound stripe, but this stuff about 
goldbrick and jawbone wound stripe gets on a man’s nerves 
after a while. This time I don’t want anyone to have anything 
to say. When we go out and I’m asked where I left the infantry, 
I want to be able to say the P. C. is at such a place, and the 
co-ordinates of the front line are x so much and y some other 
thing, from such a place to somewhere else.” 

“I think you’re a damned fool!” replied Jake. “How many 
men we seen get killed today? Bing! It’s done. Look at that 
captain. He was going to be a brave boy an’ not flop for the 
shell. I'll never get the feel o’ his blouse with the blood 
comin’ through the holes 
in it out o’ my hands if I 
live to a hundred. What’s 
a wound stripe? Sargint, 
a guy gets wounds in this 
war he’ll take the scars of 
to his grave, an’ he don't 
rate no wound stripe for 
‘em either!” 

Eadie silently unwound 
his slicker and overcoat 
from his shoulder. “It’s 
coming on to rain,” he re- 
marked. “Let’s go back 
to that last trench and see 
what’s in it.” 

A cold drizzle of rain 
began to fall. The two 
men stumbled from shell 
hole to shell hole, working 
back to the trench system 
they had crossed earlier in 
the afternoon. They met 
many men, all like them- 
selves, hunting for some- 
thing. Runners were try- 
ing to find companies, dis- 
tracted machine gunners 
with their weapons over 
their shoulders fell in and 
out of holes. 

“There are worse jobs 
than ours,” said Eadie. 
“How would you like to lug one all night and then find you 
were two divisions away from where you belonged?” 

“Sargint,” replied Jake, “you needn’t give me no lectures on 
liaison nor on nothin’. I’m an ignorant man an’ I know it. 
This stuff takes too many brains. I’m goin’ back to drivin’ 
mules or diggin’ holes or workin’ in the kitchen. It’s a whole 
hell of a lot easier on the nerves.” 

They finally found a road, one with high banks, and here they 
decided to wait for daylight. Eadie contributed a can of hard- 
tack and Jake some bully beef. This, with water from their 
canteens, made their first meal since the night before. They 
dared not smoke. Once finished eating, they lay back against 
the bank and tried to sleep, their feet in the weeds of the ditch, 
and cold water up to their knees. Eadie managed to sleep at 
last. When he awoke it was 
quite light, there was a mist 
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swered the sergeant. “I wish I could have slept a little longer.” 

“Ahhhh!” groaned Jake again, getting to his feet. “Sargint, 
I’m stiff as a poker.” He stamped about in the road. “Well, I 
earned a dollar yesterday an’ I’ll earn another one today. IT’ll 
remark that they'll be the toughest two iron boys I ever made 
in my life an’ I’ve made some tough ones!” 

Eadie got stifiy up from the mud and took oyt the major’s 
field glasses again. 

“We made one good haul yesterday and that’s these glasses,” 
he remarked, putting them to his eyes. He looked all around, 
but the mist and rain made visibility poor. 

“You can put them things up,” remarked Jake out of the 
depths of his collar. “I can see trouble with the naked eye. 
Lookit!” He pointed with his muddy forefinger. In the lee of a 
little knoll about a hundred yards away was a group of men. 
There was a continuous flashing of white paper. These were 
maps being unfolded and folded again to keep the rain off them. 

“That’s a staff,” said Eadie, “and divisional by the size of it. 
Anyway brigade. Let’s go over and bring ’em the good news. 
They may tell us we can go home.” 

“Didn’t I hear someone say something about being relieved ?” 
muttered Jake. “There’s a 
relief due us now, ain’t 
there ?” 

“Yes,” said the sergeant, 
“but don’t bank on it and 
then you won’t be disap- 
pointed. Baldy and Short 
Mack probably started for 
us after supper last night. 
They’re as certain as pay 
day. We'll see ‘em some- 
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trucks. We might just as well have gone last night.” There 
was a bitter note in Eadie’s concluding words. 

“Ah,” said Jake, “but we done our duty by stayin’!” To this 
remark Eadie made no reply. 

Beyond the next field they had a much clearer view. 

“Those trucks haven’t moved an inch since we first saw them,” 
observed Eadie. “There’s something phoney. I hope they won’t 
be full of stiffs. I saw a wagon train once that had been caught 
by a barrage. That’s one of the scars I'll take to my grave that 
you were beefing about a little while ago.” 

When they came down to the road the two saw the reason for 
the stoppage of the trucks. There was a ration dump, a pile of 
boxes, quarters of beef, and a mountain of bread. The road, a 
jumbled mass of brownish white stone, ended abruptly at the 
dump. Farther on toward the enemy, picks clanked, and 
shovels thudded. A grunting toiling mass of men in under- 
shirts, heedless of the rain and the biting wind, were working 
frantically to extend the road still farther. 

“Those are engineers,” said Eadie, nodding at the gasping, 
shirted men. “They’ve been at that pleasant job al! night, I’ll 
bet. They claim the engineers are the highest branch of the 
army. Well, I’m content 
with one of the lower ones.” 

“You an’ me both,” agreed 
Jake. “Where does truck 
drivers rank?” 

Jake had been promoted 
to this inquiry by a wrest- 
ling knot of men. The 
truck train came up to the 
ration dump and_ then 
stopped. Far out of sight 


time, but God knows when. 4 the long line of elephant- 
All we need now is to get like shapes was immovable 
permission to go home.” but not silent. Drivers 

They approached’ the and orderlies expressed 
group of officers and then their feelings pungently. 
Jake waited while Eadie And in the foreground the 
went on and asked who was knot of men wrestled. There 
in command. was a sort of circle built 

A tall man with spec- there, so that a truck could 
tacles arose at Eadie’s ap- turn around, after unload- 
proach. “You’ve been in ing. The road was not 
the fighting, haven’t you?” wide enough for two streams 
asked he. “Are you a run- of traffic, but it was in- 
ner? Give me your mes- tended that the returning 
sage if it’s for me. I’m in trucks could have one wheel 
command here. Where did on the hard surface, and 
you leave your unit?” they 

“Sir,” said Eadie, salut- e able to get out with the 
ing, “I’m an artilleryman. They heard the f ° other wheel in the field. 

I'm with the liaison detail. One, however, at just that 

“Oh! An artilleryman!” hobnails and knew that \ a. 4 point in the turn where it 
cried all. The man in spec- the officer had moved = was squarely across the 
tacles looked at Eadie with toward them. = 
distaste. veloped intestinal trouble. 

“What the hell do you ZS =) The crowd of men about it 


want to bother me for?” 
he demanded. 

“I'm due for relief, sir,” answered the sergeant, “and I’m 
supposed to bring back the location of the troops I leave and 
any requests for fire on special targets they have. My own 
officer and the major commanding the unit I was with have both 
been killed and I wanted to report to someone responsible.” 

“Well, I'll give you a message for the artillery,” said the 
other. He led Eadie a little bit to one side and pointed down 
the crooked valley. Far away in the mist rose a sharp-pointed 
hill, crowned with white ruins. “See that hill down there? 
That’s Montfaucon. Tell the artillery to shoot at it. Now get 
out of here and don’t bother me any more.” 

The two artillerymen went away across the shell-spotted field. 

“What did they say to yuh?” asked Jake. 

“Nothing.” 

Jake snickered. “Brave boy, you only done your duty,” said 
he. The sergeant, looking about the landscape for some sign 
of a road, made a wrathful reply. 

“T can’t do it,” grinned Jake. “I ain’t built right. You crave 
aroad? Well, I'll bet there’s one in a gulch over there. Lookit 
way down the valley. Put your expensive glasses you robbed 
off the dead on that dark streak an’ see if it ain’t a column 0’ 
trucks. If we go down there I bet we'll find a road.” 

“It’s trucks,” said Eadie. “There’s some kind of a dump 
there, ammunition or ration or something. It’s a couple of 
miles, but let’s go. We can get a ride back on one of those 


ceased to peer into its mo- 

tor and ran to the rear to 
shove. No action. Again they adjourned to the motor. No 
action. There was an officer there who raved and raved. 

“He ain’t much good,” said Jake. “We had a little looey in 
the supply company that could speak to a truck. Boy, when 
he started we watched out that there was no gasoline lyin’ 
around open.” 

More and more men kept arriving from down the column, 
each to add profane advice, but the truck still sat calmly in 
the road. The loaded trucks dared not leave the safety of the 
broken stone roadbed, for once they got a wheel in the mud, 
heavily laden as they were, they would bog to the axles. 

Another officer appeared, wading along in the mud beside the 
road. This one made no remarks. He went up to the stalled 
truck, looked at its motor, went around and peered into the 
back, and then sent two men scurrying back along the column. 
He himself went up the road and conversed with the engineer 
officer. The clink of the hammers ceased suddenly and the 
officer reappeared leading a hundred or so engineers, to meet 
the two men he had sent away, who had come back staggering 
under a load of rope. 

The officer who swore regarded these preparations with as- 
tonishment. “Hey, what’s coming off here?” he demanded. 

“T've got a car back there,” said the officer with the rope. 
“I’d kind of like to get through here some time.” 

“Well, we’ll let you through just as soon as these idiots find 
out what’s the matter with this truck. The guts of it came 
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apart somewhere so that we can’t move it backward or forward.” 

“I can move it for you,” replied the other calmly. “Just 
watch.” 

The engineers began to spread out, the hood was removed 
from the truck, and some other men, in response to a few short 
commands crawled under the truck and then were seen to throw 
ropes from the other side. More ropes were brought, fastened 
to the far side of the truck, and thrown across the body. The 
ends of these ropes were carried into the field and the engineers 
tailed out on them. 

“Whoa!” cried the swearing officer, “you’re going to upset 
that truck!” 

“Ah!” replied the other officer. 

The ropes were fast, the engineers were set, the calm officer 
blew his whistle. 

“Yoh!” cried the engineers, heaving on the ropes. The truck 
creaked. 

“Yoh!” they cried again. The wheels left the ground. 

“Yoh!” Up went the wheels, over crashed the truck, and the 
men, running hard, jerked 
the body clear off the road 
and into the mud, where it 
rested with its four wheels 
helplessly in air and bled 
oil and rusty water. The 
truck drivers all ran back 
to their trucks, the engi 
neers filed slowly away to 
their picks, shovels, and 
hammers and the truck col 
umn roared with the sound 
of motors being speeded up 
again. 

“You've ruined that 
truck,” cried the officer who 
had sworn, “and you'll have 
to be responsible for it. 
These trucks are under my 
charge and if you come 
ranking in here taking 
things out of my hands 
you'll have to bear the con 
sequences.” 

“There are twenty thou 
sand men up there waiting 
to be fed,” replied the calm 
officer. “I'd ruin fifty 
trucks like that and. fifty 
men like you to get their 
food to them.” 

“You'll hear from this!” 
said the swearing officer. 
The other made no answer, 
but went back along the al- 
ready moving column. 

“End o the first act,” 
commented Jake. “When 
that next truck is unloaded 
let’s you an’ me _ tumble 
into it. I can’t figure out 
yet why we had to stay up in the rain all night and not go back 
when I said. We're doin’ now what we would have done then.” 

“You don’t get the idea,” said Eadie. “We were still on duty 
last night. This morning everything is lost, our relief hasn’t 
shown up, and I reported to some general officer. Well, he gave 
me a message and we go out. We had to have an alibi to go and 
as soon as we got it, outside!” 

CHAPTER XXVI 
Lieutenant Connor Takes a Hand 

HEY went down to the pile of boxes, quarters of beef and 

loaves of bread where the first truck in the line had come up 
and was being unloaded. Many of the pedestrians stopped and 
looked at the ration dump. They had the air of wolves about a 
dying buffalo. Eadie and Jake joined the circle. There was a 
man, a sergeant, who walked around and around the boxes, 
looking at the circle of men with hostile eyes. No one said a 
word. Once in a while a man would bend down, the watchful 
sergeant would run to that part of the circle, and all the other 
men would swing a step closer. 

The first truck went away, the second also, and the third 
and fourth, yet Jake and Eadie still lingered. Eadie had three 
cans of grapelade now, and Jake a bulging pocket full of chew- 
ing tobacco. There was a case of Red Cross supplies, sweaters 
and stockings, probably, and Eadie wanted one, but the case 


“Where the hell do you guys think you're goin’?” 
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was intact, and it was going to be difficult to get at its contents. 
The dump kept growing bigger and bigger, and all the more 
difficult to guard. The sergeant who was guarding was nearly 
out of his mind. While he tore a carton of Bull Durham from 
a man’s arms, a hind quarter of beef and a dozen loaves of 
bread would go from somewhere else. 

“Come on,” said Jake finally, “I’m gettin’ cold. Let’s get 
home. There’s only one truck left and I don’t want to have to 
walk all the way back.” 

Eadie, sighing at the thought of a warm sweater that he 
would not have, turned and started slowly toward the road, 
where he and Jake would have the best chance of hopping the 
truck as it made the turn and started back. He felt a sensation 
of discomfort and looked around. An officer was looking fixedly 
at him. There was hostility in the officer’s eyes. 

“Who’s that guy?” asked Eadie going close to Jake and 
muttering under his breath. “That shavey there that’s giving 
us the mean once over.” 

“Now where have I seen that mug?” mused Jake. 

“He does look familiar,” 
agreed Eadie. “Look, now, 
don’t see him. Just walk 
right across the road and 
start back along the ruts.” 

“IT know him, by God!” 
cried Jake. “It’s that shavey 
Connor. Someone left him 
on our doorstep at Man- 
dres.” 

“Connor!” gasped Eadie. 
“He’s the man that lost all 
our transport at Saint Mi- 
hiel. I haven’t seen him 
since. He told me to take 
off my wound stripe, too. 
Well, he hasn’t got any- 
thing on us.” 

The officer began to ad- 
vance upon the two men, 
his face scowling and his 
mouth set grimly. Eadie 
and Jake fixed their eyes 
innocently on the distant 
hills and walked across the 
road. They heard the grate 
of hobnails on stone and 
knew that the officer had 
moved toward them. 

“Here, you two,” barked 
a voice, “where are you go- 
ing? Halt there, damn it!” 

They halted and the offi- 
cer came up. His mouth 
was pouting and his face 
had all the expression of a 
spoiled naughty child. 

“What are you two men 
doing here?” the officer con- 
tinued. “You're skulking, 
don’t deny it. I saw you 
with my own eyes. Cringing down here and plundering and 
stealing. I know you. You’re the sergeant with the fake 
wound stripe and you're the drunken driver I put under arrest 
at Royameix.” 

The two men, having nothing to say, said it. 

“You two will stay with me,” went on the officer. “I'll keep 
my eye on you. I’m going to prefer charges against you when 
I get back.” 

“Sir,” said Eadie, “We've just come off duty. We've been on 
liaison with the infantry and we’re going back with a message.” 

“What’s the message?” asked the officer. “Show it to me.” 

“Well, sir, it’s a verbal one.” 

“What is it?” 

“Sir, the artillery is requested to fire on Montfaucon.” 

+ The officer gave a harsh laugh. “I suppose they’re to use high 
explosive, gas, and shrapnel,” he sneered. “Couldn’t you think 
up a better one?” 

“That's the one the general gave us,” said Eadie quietly, “and 
we're going to deliver it.” 

The officer’s brows came together and his lips pouted more 
than ever. 

“Oh, Harvey! Step up here a minute, will you?” : 

A man detached himself from a group down the road and this 
man came up to the sergeant and Jake. It was another officer. 


(Continued on page 54) 
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A Short Short Story by John T. Kieran Sa WOES ise 


JHAT little black bag was Plunger’s chief 
concern. As he sat down at the table he 
a placed it carefully between his feet. Then 
it <-eeade| he looked at his two companions with the 

ira elated expression they knew of old. His 
face always lighted up like that when one of the 
ambitious dreams had hold of him. 

“What’s up, Plunger?” one of them asked with a 
smile. “Is it a mint or a diamond mine this time?” 

Plunger looked around quickly. Then he leaned for- 
ward, speaking with suppressed excitement. 

“It’s not a diamond mine. But it’s something like. 
Only better.” 

The second of the two men turned partly away. 
He was in no mood to listen to one of the glowing, 
never completed plans that had given the young fel- 
low his nickname. But the first man led him on. 

“Better than a diamond mine?” he asked with 
mock incredulity. 

“Yes. A whole sackful of rocks as big as your 
fist. And only a flimsy wall safe in the way. To- 
night a 

He stopped short as he noticed that a stranger was 
sauntering toward their table. Plunger’s first com- 
panion nodded to him and then said to Plunger: 
“Don’t mind him. He’s all right. He’s cracked a 
few himself. That’s Al Dryser.” 

Dryser sat down in the fourth chair and Plunger 
recovered his enthusiasm with a rush. Rather it in- 
creased. He was in great company. A successful 
eracksman, that’s what Al Dryser was, or at least he 
had been before they caught him. Even at that he 
had gotten only a few years and was out again. Sure, 
everybody knew Al Dryser. Here was an audience 
worth talking to. 

“T’ve got the address here,” Plunger went on, tak- 
ing a slip of paper from his pocket. “The maid put 
me onto it. A whole sackful of shiners!” 

“What’s all this, young man?” 

It was Dryser who spoke. Plainly he was disap- 
proving the boy’s excitement. 

“Why a swell chance for a rich haul! The maid 
said there was fifty grand in that sack. Fifty grand! 
And mine for a little work “ 

“Little, but dangerous, young fellow.” 

Plunger flushed. This was the opposite of what 
he had expected. 

“Not this job. The maid said there wasn’t 
even a houseman on guard. TKey thought no- 
body knew about the rocks bein’ hid there and 
didn’t want to draw attention to them.” 

“Don’t tell me there ain’t no danger. I’ve 


been in this business, see? And I’m advisin’ — 


you to stay clear of it.” 

“Aw, this is the best thing I ever ran into. 
I've always been dreamin’ of a fat job. Every —_ 
time I planned one it was either too risky or rtd 
they changed things on me so I couldn't pull it. 
But this one ain’t neither. It’s all gravy.” 

“How do you think you're gonna get by with 
it? You don’t know nothin’ about crackin’ safes.” 


Plunger reached for the 
black bag and opened it ; 
proudly. “See them tools? 
They told me how to use ’em where I got ’em. Be- 
sides, this wall safe ain’t much more’n a tin can.” 

Dryser’s lip curled. “What did they know about 
it? If you get the rocks you gotta divvy with ’em. 
If you don’t get ’em they ain’t out nothin’. Heads 
they win, tails you lose. No wonder they’re willin’ to 
have you try. I know those birds.” 

Plunger’s confidence was fast oozing away. But he 
held on. “It can’t fail,” he said stubbornly. “Every- 
thing is fixed. There ain’t a chance of losin’!” 

Dryser laughed dryly. ‘“That’s what I used to think.” 

Plunger fumbled with the address. “But maybe 
your jobs wasn’t like this one,’ he ventured hope- 
fully. “I’d be afraid of any other myself.” 

Dryser glanced at the address. “One of them swell 
dumps,” he commented. “Just about the same sort of 
dump as where I was tripped up, I imagine.” 

Suddenly he leaned forward and looked directly 
into Plunger’s face. 

“Listen, young man. Let me speak to you like a 
father. I’m an old hand at this business. I know 
all its griefs and false hopes. You don’t even know 
its first principles. I used every trick in the game, 
but just look what it did to me. I ain’t telling you to 
quit. I’m just askin’ you this: Do you think you can 
buck a game that nobody can beat?” 

Plunger recrossed his legs nervously. 
He kicked the bag under the table. Then 
he pursed his ‘mouth regretfully and cast 
the wadded address slip to the floor. 

“Guess maybe I’d better be goin’ 
home,” was all he said as he arose and 
walked away. 

Dryser sat there meditatively until the 
the other two had left. Then he reached 
down for the address slip. Carefully 
he smoothed it out. Rising, he slipped the 
little 
black bag 
under his 
eoat, 
pulled his 
cap lower 
over his 


eyes and 
started 
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TO THE SHORES OF TRIPOLI 


LLAH had been more than 
A kind to Jussuf Carmalli, the 
EA Pacha of Tripoli. He had 
AW aided him to depose his brother Hamet from the 
throne and grasp the royal scepter himself. Jussuf 
re was waxing rich, as were his allies of the other 
Barbary States, Tunis, Algiers, and Morocco. He folded his 
pudgy fingers across his rotund stomach and leaned back in 
happy contemplation. He felt secure. The European nations 
were hacking at one another’s throats, and the American 
Colonies had overthrown the rule of England. It made a ripe 
harvest for the Corsairs. They boarded merchantmen, raided 
and plundered and enslaved the crews. They had complete con- 
trol of the Mediterranean, and the waters were literally infested 
with native craft. Traders protested, but no nation could spare 
sufficient men-o’-war to protect and convoy merchant vessels. 
In the effort to stop these depredations, England, France, Por- 
tugal, America, and other countries, paid vast sums of money 
to the Barbary monarchs. England was more than satisfied. 
She felt that her strength 
would prevent over-taxa- 
tion and that she were 
better able to pay tribute 
than were her commercial 
rivals. One of her states- 
men said: “If there were 
no Barbary States it would 
pay England to fashion 
some.” 

These arrangements 
were not to the liking of 
most Americans. It was 
a strange variance to 
boast in one breath about 
their blood-bought liberty 
and in the next to pay 
tribute to insolent bar 
barians. But they were 
weak from the effects of 
their revolution and the 
subsequent Naval War 
with France. There was 
no alternative, so they, 
too, paid tribute, meeting 
the ever increasing de 
mands as best they could. 
Sometimes they were hard 


Directly under the 
frowning muzzles of 
the waiting guns a 
boarding party 


pressed to make  pay- 
ments. Then the more quietly 
sturdy stock would rise © 

delphia. 


up and cry for war rather 
than the disgrace of 
yielding to such pressure. But the weaker ones feared the 
result of another war—and Tripoli was far away. If England 
and France, with their powerful navies, submitted, the people 
reasoned, why shouldn’t the Colonies? Custom is a rigid task- 
master. 

It is difficult to say how long the Colonies would have borne 
this yoke had not the avidity of Jussuf increased until it be- 
came unendurable. He suspected that Tunis was receiving more 
bountiful “presents” than himself. His greedy and jealous 
nature would never countenance that. He immediately des- 
patched a demand to America that a much larger tribute would 
have to be paid within six months. The specified time elapsed 
and the money did not arrive. The flag-staff on the American 
Consulate was cut down on May 14, 1801, and war was officially 
declared. 

America, unprepared, managed to outfit a squadron that 
sailed from Hampton Roads, arriving at Gibralter on July Ist. 
A war was carried on with indifference. Occasional engage- 
ments took place, usually resulting in the defeat of the pirates. 

One of the most important events was the destruction of 
the “Philadelphia,” which struck a reef off the coast of Tripoli 
on August 31, 1803, and was forced to surrender. The crew of 
three hundred and fifteen men were taken ashore. Stripped of 
most of their clothing, they were paraded through the streets 
and later thrown into filthy prisons. The Corsairs successfully 
floated the “Philadelphia” and towed it into the harbor. Here they 
moored it close to the protecting guns of the shore batteries. 

On the night of February 16, 1804, Decatur selected a crew and 


By Frank Hunt Rentfrow 


in the captured ketch “Mastico,” re-named 
“Intrepid,” moved cautiously through 
the hostile harbor in the direction of 
the “Philadelphia.” Directly under the frowning muzzles of the 
waiting guns a boarding party quietly scaled the sides of the 
“Philadelphia.” They successfully fired the captive ship and 
returned to the “Intrepid.” As they shoved off, the shore bat- 
teries began booming. The fire spread rapidly, lighting the 
entire harbor. The loaded guns of the “Philadelphia” were 
discharged from the intense heat, but the little ketch escaped. 
The following Marines volunteered for this expedition: Ser- 
geant Solomon Wren, Corporal Duncan Mansfield, Privates 
James Noble, John Quinn, Isaac Campfield, Ruben O'Brian, 
William Pepper, and J. Wolsfrandoff. 2 

In the meantime William Eaton, the consul at Tunis, who 
had been a captain in the army, conceived the idea that if 
Hamet Carmalli, the deposed brother of the Pacha, were aided to 
regain his throne by the Americans, he would out of gratitude 
refute the system of tribute. 

With this in mind, Mr. Eaton sailed for America where he 
found the government agreeable to his project. He returned 
to Egypt on the “Argus,” of which ship First Lieutenant Presley 
Neville O’Bannon commanded the Marine Detachment. They 
arrived at Alexandria on November 26th, 1804. Here they 
heard that Hamet was in 

Cairo, so, three days later, 
Eaton, Lieutenant O’Ban- 
non, and a few others de- 
parted for that city. By 
employing various subter- 
fuges they successfully 
passed through a district 
inhabited by hostile Arabs. 
At Cairo they learned 
that Hamet and a small 
body of his followers had 
allied themselves with the 
Mamelukes and was then 
at Miniet. 

Posing as sight-seeing 
officers from Malta, Eaton 
and his men penetrated as 
far as Fiaum. Here they 
were halted by the Turks. 
Negotiations, however, 
were made whereby Ha- 
met and retainers 

| were to join Eaton. 

The plan of the expedi- 

tion was to march from 

Alexandria, skirt along 

the shores of the Medi- 

terranean and attack Derne from land while the fleet bom- 

barded it from the bay. It entailed a journey of six hundred 
miles, mostly over the desert. 

Arrangements were made and the expedition met at a 
rendezvous about forty miles west of Alexandria, and prepara- 
tions were made to commence the movement. Trouble began 
at once. Some of Hammet’s men were arrested and the Turks 
had made an advance on his camp. From Eaton’s journal we 
learn that the force under his command departed on Sunday, 
March 3, 1805, and began its march on Derne, moving across the 
desert of Baraca. There were only ten Americans in the expedi- 
tion. These were: Mr. Eaton, Lieutenant O’Bannon, Mr. Peck, 
one sergeant and six privates of the Marine Corps. The entire 
force numbered some five hundred, of which only one hundred 
were Christians. 

As the column penetrated toward the sea it grew like a snow- 
ball rolling down hill. Mounted warriors overtook it and 
offered their swords and allegiance to Eaton. Within two 
weeks he had under his command a force of about 700 warriors, 
not counting their families. 

As is natural in a heterogeneous collection of this sort, 
differences arose, frictions between petty chieftians, and con- 
tinual altercations. Hamet was vacillating. He feared the 
éxpedition would fail and several times lost heart and would 
have returned to Alexandria had he not been dissuaded by Eaton. 

Rations grew short and the Arabs openly rebelled. One sheik 
refused to continue until his men were issued dates. Others 
deserted, stealing what they could. Eaton wrote: “From Alex- 
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andria to this place we have experienced continual altercations, 
contentions, and delays among the Arabs. They have no sense 
of patriotism, truth or honor; and no attachment where they 
have no prospect of gain, except to their religion, to which they 
are enthusiasts. Poverty makes then thieves, and practice 
renders them adroit in stealing.” 

Conditions grew steadily worse. Water was scarce and food 
was reduced to rice and the occasional camel or ass that could 
be spared. Mutinies increased. The refractory sheik refused 
to continue until assurance was brought that supplies would be 
had when the coast was reached. His threatening attitude 
alarmed Lieutenant O’Bannon and he ordered his Marines to 
be ready to fight. They and a few Christians formed for 
defense. The sheik, seeing this, called out that the Christians 
were about to attack. A battle was imminent, but one or two 
of the cooler Arab chieftians succeeded in quieting their tribes- 
men. The sheik and O’Bannon were reconciled and the Arab 
protested great friendship for the Marine lieutenant, calling 
him a brave American. 

The following day, April 9th, water was discovered. Two 
dead men, probably murdered by the Arabs, were found in the 
cistern. It was the only water available so the expedition was 
forced to drink it. The next day 
a courier arrived from Derne 
with the tidings that the fleet 
was standing in, ready to co 
operate. This placated the 
Arabs to a remarkable degree. 

On April 14th the expedition 
reached Bonda. To their great 
surprise the port was entirely 
deserted and no water was to 
be found. The “Argus” was 
supposed to meet Eaton here 
and reenforce his command with 
a detachment of Marines and 
additional supplies. There was 
no sign of it anywhere and the 
Arabs began murmuring again. 

The next morning, however, 
the “Argus” arrived, and two 
days later the “Hornet” dropped 
anchor in the bay and landed 
provisions and Marines. The 
march was resumed. 

For nine days they struggled 
over alternate desert and moun 
tainous, broken ground. 
At last they reached a 
forest of red cedars. It 
was the first sign of 
woods they had ob 
served for nearly six 
hundred miles. 

On the morning of 
the 26th they drew up 
in front of Derne. The 
bristling guns and for- 
midable defense disheartened Hamet. He wished himself back 
in Egypt. 

Eaton constructed a message with terms of surrender and 
sent it under a flag of truce to the Governor of Derne. It 
specified an immediate surrender and allegiance and fidelity 
to Hamet. Back came the messenger bearing the terse reply: 
“My head or yours.” 

The “Hornet” was run close in and anchored within pistol 
shot of the batteries. The “Natilus” dropped anchor a little 
to the eastward and the “Argus” lay still farther in the same 
direction. 

A furious bombardment began. It continued for an hour 
while the land troops prepared for an assault from that quarter. 
The enemy made a determined defense but they could not with- 
stand the punishing fire from the ships. They withdrew. 
“Then,” wrote Eaton, “a detachment of six Marines, a company 
of twenty-four cannoniers, and another of twenty-six Greeks, 
including their proper officers, all under the immediate command 
of Lieutenant O’Bannon, together with a few Arabs on foot, 
had a position on an eminence opposite to a considerable party 
of the enemy, who had taken posts behind temporary parapets 
and in a ravine at the southeast quarter of the town. he 
Bashaw Hamet seized an old castle which overlooked the town 
on the southwest, deploying his cavalry on the plains in the 
Tear.” 

The allied force advanced on the town, meeting a spirited 
defense. Deadly musket fire poured from the windows and 


“The sheik and O’Bannon were reconciled and the Arab protested great 
friendship for the Marine lieutenant, calling him a brave American.” 


from behind emplacements. The portion of the line held by 
the Americans met stern opposition. Heavy reenforcements 
for the enemy arrived and for a moment the battle hung in 
balance. Eaton saw that a charge would be a desperate but 
feasible expedient. He ordered it and the Americans rushed 
forward to attack more than ten times their own number. With 
their long, needle-like bayonets they routed the Tripolitans. 
Eaton was slightly wounded in the attack. In his description 
of the assault he says: “Mr. O’Bannon, accompanied by Mr. 
Mann of Annapolis, surged forward with his Marines, Greeks, 
and such of the cannoniers as were not necessary to the manage 
ment of the field piece; passed through a shower of musketry 
from the walls of the houses; took possession of one of the bat- 
teries; planted the American flag on its ramparts, and turned 
its guns on the enemy.” 

It was a furious encounter. Mohammedans are worthy foe 
men, for it is their belief that when a warrior is slain in com 
bat he enters directly into Heaven, where he is feted and 
feasted by obedient gods. Crying to Allah, they flung them- 
selves at their assailants. Their keen scimitars flashed in the 
afternoon sun. And there in the midst of the tumult Lieutenant 
O’Bannon planted the Stars and Stripes on the blood-stained ram- 
parts. It was the first 
time in the history of 
this country that our 
flag floated over a fort- 
ress in the Old World. 


By the end of two 
| nN. hours the Tripolitans 
were driven from the 
\ city and it was in the 
hands of the Allies. 
Q Including all avail 
able forces, the ousted 
Tripolitans were sup- 
posed to number be- 
tween three and four 
thousand. These were 
completely disorgan- 
ized and divided into 
small groups who in no 
wise were capable of 
an orderly retreat. Cut 
off on the southwest 
side by Hamet’s cav- 
alry, they found them- 
selves between two 
fires. Choosing the ap- 
parently safer alterna- 
tive they made several 
attempts to reorganize 
and recapture the forts 
in possession of the 
Marines and allies. The 
most determined of 
these efforts occurred 
on May 28, when they 
were met by a sally 
from the entire force under Lieutenant O’Bannon who directed 
a rushing bayonet charge which culminated in a precipitate and 
final retreat of the enemy from the walls. 

The successful occupation of the fortifications at Derne and 
the ultimate demoralization of Bashaw Yusuf’s Tripolitan army 
forced him to sue for peace. He opened negotiations with the 
American Consul-General and the treaty was ratified on June 4, 
1805. The United States paid sixty thousand dollars for the 
ransom of the “Philadelphia” crew, but the subject of future 
tribute was not considered. 

Of the six Marines engaged in the attack, fifty per cent were 
casualties. Private John Whitten was killed in action; Private 
Edward Steward was mortally wounded, dying on May 30; and 
Privates David Thomas and Bernard O’Brien were badly wounded. 

On June 12th the Americans withdrew from Derne. Hamet 
and his retinue were taken on board the “Constellation.” The 
Marines were the last to leave the city. Before O’Bannon and 
Hamet parted, the latter presented his American friend with a 
jewelled sword that had a Mameluke hilt. He had carried it 
himself while in Egypt. When O’Bannon returned to his own 
country the State of Virginia presented him with a sword 
fashioned after Hamet’s gift. To this day the sword carried 
by the Marine Corps Officers, with its Mameluke hilt, is em- 
blematic of the bravery of Lieutenant O’Bannon and his Ma- 
rines on the long march across the North African deserts and 
the storming of the fortress on the shores of Tripoli. 
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ARINE CORPS LEAGUE 


NEWS ~ 


HE Marine entered 
upon the greatest era of its exis 
tence at Cincinnati on October 25 with 
the election of W. Karl Lations of Wor 
cester, Massachusetts, as its new Na- 
tional Commandant. 
Mr. Lations is the third commandant 
of the league since its inception in 1923. 
He succeeds Major-General Wendell C. 
Neville, who in turn succeeded Major 
General John A. Lejeune, our first com 
mandant and now honorary commandant 
for life. 
Commandant Lations was the or 
ganizer of Worcester Detachment and 
has worked incessantly for the Marine 
Corps League for several years. He has 
given generously of his time to league 
matters, often at great sacrifice of his 
business interests and has been the lead- 
ing spirit at all national conventions. 
He is an officer in the Marine Corps 
Reserve, a prominent business man of 
Worcester and connected with many pa- 
triotic and fraternal organizations in his 
home town. 
Our new commandant aims to make 
the Marine Corps League one of the 
outstanding veteran organizations of the 
country and appeals for the support of 
all detachments to help him reach that 
goal. 
Commandant Lations received the fol- 
lowing communication from Major-Gen 
eral Lejeune acknowledging his election 
to honorary office: 
Virginia Military Institute, 
Lexington, Virginia. 

Mr. W. Karl! Lations, 

917 Main Street, 

Worcester, Mass. 

My Dear Commandant Lations: 

I appreciate more than I can tell you 
the action of the Marine Corps League 
in electing me as its honorary com 
mandant for life and for as long as the 
league shall exist. 

My association with the league was 
one of the most agreeable recollections 
of my term of office as commandant of 
the Marine Corps. 

I congratulate you most heartily on 
your election as National Commandant 
and I know that the league is in compe 
tent hands and I feel that it will grow 
and prosper under your direction. 

With all good wishes for your success 
and happiness, I am 

Sincerely yours, 
JOHN A. LEJEUNE, 
Superintendent. 
* 

Worcester Detachment of the Marine 
Corps League dedicated their fourth an 
nual Armistice banquet at the Hotel 
Warren on Saturday evening, November 
9, as a welcome reception to the new 
National Commandant, W. Karl Lations. 

Karl was the organizer of the league 
detachment in Worcester, his home town. 
Delegations were present from the New 
York and Hudson-Mohawk detachments. 
Mayor O'Hara and several prominent 
citizens of Worcester also attended. 


Corps League 


By FRANK X. LAMBERT 


Chief of Staff 


The guests of honor, in addition to the 


Mayor and National Commandant, were: 


Charles A. 
mandant; 
retired; 


Lations, father of 
Admiral Ralph Earle, U. N., 
Edward McAuliffe, « 


National Commandant Karl W. Lations, 
elected at Cincinnati convention of the 


of Worcester Detachment; 
Eastern 
Rudolph Trow, 


mandant; 


Marine Corps League, October 25. 


Morris Illch, 
Se ae vice commandant; 
New England vice com- 


James Noel, commandant of 


Hudson-Mohawk Detachment, and Frank 


X. 


Lambert, national chief of staff. 


NEW YORK LEAGUE DETACHMENT 


SPONSORS TWO EVENTS 
New York Detachment No. 1 held their 


annual Hallowe’en dinner dance on Sat- 


urday 


evening, October 26, at the 


Knights of Columbus Club-Hotel. 


“Doc” Clifford, national chaplain of 


the league and perpetual chaplain of the 
detachment, was the guest of honor. 


Commander Thomas F. Kilcommons 


and Paymaster Chris Wilkinson were 


in 


charge of arrangements. Eighty 


members and friends attended. 


spiring 


“Doc” delivered one of his usual in- 
addresses and conducted the 


short service in memory of those who 


have passed on. 


There was a special 


programme of entertainment and danc- 
ing was enjoyed until well after mid- 
night. 


its bi-monthly 


New York Detachment also conducted 
ladies night after the 


meeting at the K of C Club-Hotel on 


Friday evening, November 15. 


Dancing 


and refreshments were enjoyed. Com- 
mandant Kilecommons and Paymaster 
Wilkinson arranged the details. 


1930 LEAGUE CONVENTION WON 
BY SPIRIT OF ST. LOUIS 

The Spirit of St. Louis was demon 
strated at the Cincinnati convention 
when the live wire Marines from the 
“show me” State sent an auto caravan 
of delegates across the American Rhine 
and captured our big annual reunion for 
next year. This hustling aggregation 
from the mule sector is a fine example 
of what organization plus enthusiasm 
will do. They came to the convention 
somewhat skeptical and frankly stated 
that they would have to be shown that 
the league meant something before they 
would pledge the support of the boys 
back home. But once they were con- 
vinced, they took off their coats and went 
to it and left Cincinnati with the 1930 
convention “in the bag.” 

We congratulate St. Louis on its 
achievement. The St. Louis Detachment 
has the largest membership of any in 
the league and is making great strides 
toward big things. May they ever grow 
and prosper. 


COMMANDANT W. KARL LATIONS 
OUTLINES HIS POLICIES 


To all detachments: 

Following a policy set forth, by and 
with the consent of Major General Wen- 
dell C. Neville, the Marine Corps League 
in convention at Cincinnati, Ohio, elected 
a civilian to head our organization. They 
believe that considerably more can be 
accomplished in this manner where no 
official strings are attached or restric- 
tions placed due to official requirements. 

To this effect your new administration 
as chosen by the convention have pledged 
their whole-hearted and earnest support 
to foster new projects and increase the 
membership in keeping with an organi- 
zation of our nature. Every adminis- 
trative officer gives his time gratis, and 
every penny is accounted for in a certi- 
fied accounting at the end of the year. 
The success of the league and your own 
detachment will depend on just how 
much co-operation we receive and what 
we are able to give you in return. We 
realize in taking over this work that you 
have had many disappointments and lit- 
tle co-operation, if any, from National 
Headquarters. This year, however, there 
will be no alibis to be offered if you do 
not receive just what you expect. Na- 
tional Headquarters will be divided into 
two or three district departments, 
namely, Administrative Headquarters of 
the National Commandant located at 
Worcester, Mass., Adjutant and Paymas- 
ter at Box No. 94, Hyattsville, M: aryland 
(temporary address), and Chief of Staff 
in New York, who will handle all pub- 
licity. In this manner you may address 
all correspondence to Nationa! Head- 
quarters to be forwarded or direct to the 
departments. In this manner we will 
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be assured that each and every letter 
will receive attention. 

In a very few days you will receive 
copies of the minutes of the Cincinnati 
convention. Study these carefully and 
then we suggest that you read the im- 
portant parts to your members on open 
meeting. Considerable time was given 
to each item before a vote was taken at 
the convention. 

Further information regarding the 
strictly Marine Memorial at Belleau 
Wood or nearby will be forwarded as 
soon as we arrive at the decision. You 
will note that the publication of the 
Leaguer is to be discontinued. The con- 
vention felt that the failure was due to 
lack of co-operation by the individual 
detachments and the necessary additional 
memberships. A bulletin will be pub- 
lished at intervals instead, and we hope 
to secure at least a four page space in 
“The Leatherneck” magazine where ar- 
ticles concerning the league may appear 
monthly. 

The “Father” of the league was made, 
and has accepted the position of Honor- 
ary Commandant for life, and as long as 
the league exists. You all know I refer 
to Major General John A. Lejeune, U. 
S. M. C., retired. 

National dues have been reduced to 
$1.50 per year. Member is paid up one 
year from date of payment if not in 
arrears. New members will be furnished 
with lapel buttons free, as a special in 
ducement. Cards must be marked with 
this information or button will not be 
sent. 

Conventions will be of three days dura- 
tion instead of two and hotel expenses 
will no longer be borne by convention 
city. Each delegate or detachment send- 
ing same will pay their own way. 

Motion of Air City Detachment of 
Dayton that all honorably discharged 
Marines be brought in as members and 
assigned to their local detachments de- 
feated, but now under consideration by 
official staff. 

Resolved that 5% of all net profits of 
any form of entertainments go to Na- 
tional Headquarters. This money to be 
used for promotion of Marine projects. 

A resolution committee will be ap- 
pointed one year in advance which will 
allow the various detachments to pre- 
sent constructive ideas for consideration 
throughout the year and have them in 
shape for the convention at St. Louis in 
1930. Date of the convention changed 
to some time in September. 


Our divorce from the Marine Corps 
proper does not mean that we have been 
cast aside. If you will read General 
Neville’s letter as incorporated in the 
minutes you will realize that they believe 
it is for our own benefit and further 
promise us their hearty support. 

The officers chosen this year were 
selected after a careful study of each 
man’s qualifications. Your division offi- 
cers are supposed to work and most of 
them are already pledged to give gener- 
ously of their time. Remember that their 
interest in this endeavor is entirely 
voluntary and no expenses are paid. If 
you are to run an affair and would like 
to have your division commandant pres- 
ent it would be well to bear this in 
mind. I am sure they will give the time 
if you will furnish the means. Do not 
hesitate to write to them or keep in 
constant touch with them. If your cor- 
Tespondence is neglected notify us im- 
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mediately. We intend to have only men 
occupying these positions who will play 
the game as well as have the name. It 
is within the power of the National 
Headquarters to remove any officer who 
is not carrying out the wishes of the 
convention and it is my duty to see that 
this is done. I invite every indivdiual 
member to write me about any phase 
of league affairs and I assure you it will 
have my best attention. 

Quite extensive plans are being made 
for membership increase, Duluth, Minn., 
will shortly come in, plans are under 
way for Louisville, Ky., and a re-organi- 
zation of the Boston, Mass., detachments. 

In addition to the membership trophy 
and contest which will be carried on, 
your National Commandant will shortly 
outline a trophy contest for the detach- 
ment which unaided organizes another 
detachment with judges as to the most 
successful newly organized detachment. 

St. Louis, our 1930 Convention City, 
expects to have 300 members very 
shortly. No doubt, there are a great 


Our former commandant, now superin- 
tendent of V. M. IL. who was made 
honorary commandant for life. 


many members that you can bring back 
into the fold now that we are to have 
some action at Headquarters and give 
you a run for your money. I may be 
writing to some detachments. who have 
let their interest slide because of this 
lack of action in past years, and to these 
may I say that if you will give me a 
ghost of a show I will meet you in St. 
Louis and see who is right. 

Last year we lost over a thousand 
dollars on the magazine. This year we 
are to spend the money on office work 
so that you may know what is going on 
and tell us what you would like to have 
done. You will realize that the amount 
of money that we have to work with is 
limited until we can build up a larger 
membership. The larger this becomes 
the more we can give and the lower the 
dues will become. In the meantime, so 
that we may start to carry out our pro- 
gramme, will you have your paymaster 
get busy, and settle up account, return 
all lapel buttons not paid for, and get 
us in some of the dues to buy stationery, 
stamps, etce., so that I may write you 
more letters of the good things we have 
in store for the league? 


Thirteen 


I am giving you all I have got, and 
it’s no little job either, in fact, I am 
burning the mid-nite oil to get this out 
to you. Are you with me? 

Best wishes to all, and with a little 
prayer that you will give this first let- 
ter of mine a kind reception, I’m sign- 
ing off. Good night. 

Sincerely yours, 
W. KARL LATIONS, 
National Commandant, 
Marine Corps League. 
1930 Slogan: 
Every Marine is a member, 
Make him an active member. 


GENERAL LEJEUNE ELECTED 
ORARY COMMANDANT OF LEAGUE 


At the annual convention of the Ma- 
rine Corps League in Cincinnati, Ohio, 
General John A. Lejeune, who recently 
retired as commandant of the Marine 
Corps, was named Honorary Comman- 
dant of the Marine Corps League for life 
and as long as the league shall exist. 

The following poem was read as a 
part of the Memorial Service by Judge 
Robert S. Marx, a former Marine, who 
was badly wounded, to George Budde, 
the last known Marine to be killed in 
that section during the World War: 


The Dreamers 
I know the sun is warm upon the hill— 
That little hill we took—-beyond Belleau, 
The earth is sentient with the lift and 
thrill 
Of spring; beside the ghost of that 
chateau, 
Where poppies wild will fling their 
scarlet fire, 
I wonder if the trenches still remain 
Beneath the rusted wire? 
Lord, how the world forgets! The fear, 
the pain, 
The zero hour, the gas—to most they 
_ seem 
A dream. A fading dream. 
And yet when’er the spring is in the air, 
And all the streets with sunlight’ is astir 
I am not here, not I; but over there— 
Upon a little hill that’s half a blur 
Of blood and mud, and men that for a 
while 
Fought side by side with God to save 
the world, 
Oh, you may sneer and smile! 
Let States forget, guns rust, and flags 
be furled, 
You dreamers are the dead—-whom God 
forgive, 
Those things were real. They live! 
—Anon. 


NATIONAL OFFICERS ELECTED FOR 
COMING YEAR AT CONVENTION 


At Meeting of Marines at Legion 
Headquarters—Belleau Woods 
Monument Proposed. 


Memories of the days and nights in 
the closing days of June, 1918, and the 
first week in July of that year, when 
most of their buddies were wiped out in 
the fierce fighting in and around Belleau 
Woods, were revived by survivors of the 
Fifth and Sixth Regiments of Marines 
of the Second Division when delegates 
to the seventh annual convention of the 
Marine Corps League of the United 

(Continued on page 49) 
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MARINE 


CONCERNING THE 304TH CO., FMCR 
By Pvt. William McK. Fleming 

On Saturday evening, October 26th, 
the 2nd Naval Battalion held its annual 
Navy Day Review. The activities of the 
oceasion were reviewed by Lieut. Gover- 
nor Lehman of the State of New York. 
As in most naval affairs, the Marines 
were on hand to assist in making it a 
success—and what an assistance! Lieut. 
Governor Lehman in his keen enthusiasm 
congratulated Commanding Officer Mark 
F. Kessenich and Company Officer How 
ard W. Houck on their splendid work, 
saying it was the best review he had 
ever seen. With all due respect to 
modesty, etc., the compliment was 
graciously acknowledged; for everyone, 
from the commanding officer to the new 
est recruit strove hard to do justice to 
the glorious traditions of the Corps. 

Without the aid of Morris Guest, Nica- 
ragua was transplanted from the tropi 
cal regions and placed upon the armory 
floor. There were palm trees, native 
huts, a dozen and a half of the toughest 
seen and Sandino him- 
self—enacted by Sgt. Woods. The boys 
cheerfully procured their own bandit 
outfits and the effect was so realistic 
that many of the ex-regulars were seen 
swatting imaginary insects. The muddy 
swamps were omitted out of considera 
tion for those wishing to indulge in 
terpsichorean art after the review. 

The guerilla warfare depicted was 
brief, but full of excitement. From am- 
bush, S Sandino and his cut-throats opened 
fire on a Marine sentry. The lights were 
put out and then the fun began. The 
Leathernecks came running out deployed 
and returned fire, every man “holding 
and squeezin’ ’em” with Sgts. Lopez and 
Dempsey talking in no uncertain terms 
on the Lewis machine guns. A _ huge 
searchlight was played upon the scene 
showing the enemy’s retreat into the 
woods. Before the last advance, the order 
was given to fix bayonets and the final 
charge was executed with real spirit. 
When the lights were again put on, it 
was readily seen that “the Marines had 
landed and had the situation well in 
hand.” 

The company then quickly formed, re 
ceived the plaudits of Lieut. Governor 
Lehman and triumphantly marched off 
the floor with the audience roaring its 
appreciation. 

Admiral Franklin, newly appointed 
head of the Naval Militia of New York, 
was given quite an ovation by the offi- 
cers of the naval reserve and Marine 
company on his recent visit to the 2nd 
Naval Battalion Armory. 

On the occasion of his thirty years of 
noteworthy services, Captain Frank 
Lackey, commanding officer of the 2nd 
Naval Battalion was tendered a dinner 
at the Crescent Athletic Club in Brook- 
lyn on Saturday, November 2nd. Among 
the speakers of the evening were Major 
James F. Rorke, F. M. C. R.; Admiral 
Franklin, N. M. N. Y.; 2nd Lieut. Mark 


goo-goos ever 


F. Kessenich, commanding officer of the 
304th Co., 


F. M. C. R.; 2nd Lieut. Howard 


W. Houck, company officer of the 304th 
Co., and many other notables of military 
and civil positions too numerous to 
mention. 

Major James F. Rorke, F. M. C. R., 
7th Regt., has been appointed inspector- 
instructor of the 303rd and 304th Com- 
panies, F. M. C. R. On Monday evening, 
November 4th, he paid the 304th Com- 
pany an official visit and after a rigid 
inspection of the company and lockers, 
gave the men various military points of 
interest to help us bring that General 
Excellency C mp to Brooklyn next year. 


303RD CO., 
. M. C. 


CHRONICL ag 


U. S. S. 


The outstanding event during the past 
month was the review and parade held 
on October 28th in honor of 
William 


Admiral 
commanding the 


B. Franklin, 


MAJ. JAMES F. RORKE, F. M. C. R. 


New York Naval Militia. The 303rd 
in two platoons with six naval divisions 
presented a fine appearance before the 
reviewing party, and the compliments of 
the Admiral were supplemented by round 
after round of applause from the gal- 
leries and grandstand. There were more 
brass hats in evidence than at any 
previous review. In fact, anything less 
than four stripes was hardly worthy of 
comment. Included in the reviewing 
party, besides all of the captains of the 
staff, were Admiral Franklin and Ad 
miral Forshew, Captains Nelson, Ray- 
nor, Dunean, Wait, Condon and Hessel- 
man. There was, in addition, in the re- 
viewing party a commodore, the first of 
this rank to review the 303rd. Major 


J. D. Murray, our former genial and 
universally well-liked inspector-instruc 
tor, came aboard to pay his respects. 

Quite a few reserve officers visited the 
ship during the evening. Included among 
them were Major Sugar, and Ist Lieu 
tenants Barron, Berglund and Fischer. 
After the review and parade, a dance 
was held on the topside for the enlisted 
personnel, and in the wardroom for the 
officers. 

Lieutenant William Donovan has been 
attached to the 303rd as an additional 
company officer. The lieutenant is a 
graduate of Annapolis and has served 
as a regular officer in the United States 
Navy. Realizing the error of his ways, 
he was commissioned in the Marine 
Corps Reserve sometime ago. His tech- 
nical and naval training should be of 
considerable help in training the new 
gun crew of the 303rd which, we believe, 
will be the first of its kind in the reserve. 

The company is hard at work prac- 
ticing for the Turkey Shoot which comes 
off November 22nd. The affair will be 
a handicap competition, every man in 
the company receiving an allowance so 
that there is a possibility that some un- 
qualified boot may run off with the bird. 

The basketball team of the battalion 
on which the 303rd Company is repre- 
sented by Criel and Freimark has been 
practicing faithfully and will start its 
winter season within the next few days. 
As in all activities of this battalion, the 
Marines do more than their share. 

In spite of the crash in Wall Street, 
the attendance of our company held up 
well during the month. About thirty 
per cent of the company are connected 
with Wall Street firms and many of them 
had to work night and day during the 
tremendous activity on the Exchange. 
In spite of all the many attractions in 
New York City, the men continue to 
respond to the call of “Semper Fidelis.” 

POINTING FOR QUANTICO 1930. 


HEADQUARTERS, 7TH REGIMENT, 
62ND ST. ARMORY, BROOKLYN 
By Sergeant Albert A. Brown, U.S.M.C. 

On the 28th of October Major James F. 
Rorke, U. S. M. C. R., relieved Major 
Joseph D. Murray, U. S. M. C., as com- 
manding officer of the 7th Reserve Regi- 
ment and as inspector-instructor of the 
303rd and 304th Fleet Marine Corps 
Reserve Companies. 

Major Murray will thus be able to de- 
vote all of his time to the New York 
Recruiting Division which is a handful 
all by itself. 

Major Rorke is an old-timer in the 
Marine Corps Reserve game here in New 
York and Brookly n, having organized the 
original company “way back” when it 
was part of the naval militia and had 
command of the company in the late 

“unpleasantness.” 

At the present time the new command- 
ing officer is very busy organizing a vol- 
unteer reserve regiment in this area. 
The first battalion of which will be m 
the counties of Queens, Westchester and 
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Staten Island. The papers in the out- 
lying sections of New York are giving 
the matter a great deal of favorable pub- 
licity and the cause is also being aided 
by the veterans’ organizations. 

There is also a band being organized 
under the leadership of Mr. John F. 
Farnan, formerly a first sergeant of the 
Marines. Mr. Farnan has a waiting list 
now long enough to make two bands 
from. 

Drill space has been offered for the 
new regiment by the various veterans 
organizations of the district and it won’t 
be long now before the quota will be 
filled and be ready to take the oath as 
Marine Corps Reservists. 

Major Sydney D. Sugar, U. S. M. C. R., 
is quite “peeved” with the writer be- 
cause when General Butler was in New 
York we didn’t mention the fact that 
the Major was the General’s high-speed 
chauffeur. Major Sugar also drove Gen- 
eral Lejeune when he was in New York 
last year, but although the General went 
through the well-known Holland Tun- 
nels for the first time, he doesn’t know 
what they look like yet. Major Sugar, 
we might remark, is the bane of the 
“speed cops” on the boulevards around 
here. 


302ND COMPANY, ROCHESTER 


The 302nd Company in conjunction 
with the Naval Reserve units located 
at Rochester, N. Y., co-operated in fuil 
measure with the Navy Department in 
observing Navy Day, October 28th. 

At noon a squadron of airplanes, 
piloted by ex-officers of the Army and 
Navy flew over the downtown section of 
the city, by special permission of De- 
partment of Commerce, in combat for- 
mation and performed numerous stunts. 
In the evening the various units enter- 
tained a crowd of approximately five 
thousand at the Armory, where, in addi- 
tion to several military and naval demon- 
strations, a playlet written and produced 
by Lieut. George .F. Doyle, was given by 
members of the 302nd Company, assisted 
by the 9th and 10th Fleet Naval Reserve 
Divisions. 

The playlet, entitled “The Cross-Eyed 
World,” opened with the landing of a 
detachment of Marines from the U. S. S. 
“Rochester” in Nicazuelian territory. 
They established a camp with pup tents, 
after which the ceremony of formal 
guard mount was held. As evening set- 
tled down, mess was served, “quarters” 
and “taps” sounded and the camp ap- 
parently settled down for the night. 
However, three Marines, fully imbued 
with the usual Marine curiosity, evade 
the sentry and visit the nearby village, 
(where a fiesta is being held) to in- 
vestigate the sounds of merriment. They 
investigated+ to the extent that it was 
necessary to turn out the entire detach- 
ment to rescue them. The wind-up shows 
the Marines with the situation well in 
hand. 

The affair made a big hit with the 
audience and received a large amount of 
favorable publicity in the newspapers. 


309TH COMPANY GARNERS CUP 
FOR TWO SUCCESSIVE YEARS 
The 309th Company, Fleet Marine 
Corps Reserve, commanded by Captain 
Howard N. Feist, FMCR, has now won 
for two consecutive years the coveted 
Eastern Reserve Area Cup awarded for 
the highest standing in general efficiency 
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among companies in this area. This com- 
pany also has possession of the “Effi- 
ciency Guidon,” which is _ likewise 
awarded to the reserve company demon- 
strating the highest all-around efficiency. 
Extracts from the letter of commenda- 
tion to Captain Feist from the Major 
General Commandant follow: 

“The record of performance of duty by 
the 309th Company, Fleet Marine Corps 
Reserve, under your command while on 
active duty for annual training at Ma- 
rine Barracks, Quantico, Virginia, has 
been brought to my attention and special 
notice made of the trophies and awards 
won by your organization. 

“In competition with fifteen other com- 
panies it is worthy of notice that you 
were awarded for the second time the 
prized “Efficiency Guidon” given for gen- 
eral efficiency, and also for two succes- 
sive years have won the Eastern Re- 
serve Area Cup for the highest standing 
in general efficiency of the companies lo- 
cated in that area. 

“I desire to take this opportunity to 
express my appreciation for the work 
done by you, your men and Second Lieu- 
tenant Charles H. Cox, Fleet Marine 
Corps Restrve, during the past year. 
Your success at Quantico is most praise- 
worthy.” 


ORGANIZATION NOW AUTHOREZED 
FOR 19TH REGIMENT OF ~- 
RESERVE 

The organization of the 19th Regiment 
of Marines, to be composed of the Fleet 
Marine Corps Reserve, has been au- 
thorized by the Major General Com- 
mandant. 

This regiment will consist of Regi- 
mental Headquarters, and Headquarters 
Company, a Service Company, and three 
Battalions; each battalion having a 
headquarters and headquarters company, 
a machine gun and Howitzer company, 
and three rifle companies. 

Major James F. Rorke, USMCR, who 
was recently detailed as commanding 
officer of the 7th Regiment, MCR, has 
been designated as recruiting officer of 
the 19th Marines, and will have charge 
of organizing the First Battalion in and 
near Brooklyn, and the Second Battalion 
in the vicinity of Newark, N. J., and will 
later command the regiment when it is 
organized. 

Under the supervision of Major David 
S. Barry, Jr., USMC, commanding officer, 
8th Regiment, MCR, and inspector-in- 
structor of the 305th and 309th Com- 
panies, Captain Howard N. Feist, 
USMCR, will organize the Third Bat- 
talion in and near Philadelphia, Pa. 
Captain Feist will later command this 
battalion when it is organized. 

Instructions for the organization of 
the Third Battalion include the designa- 
tion of the 305th and 309th Companies 
as units of this battalion; the 309th 
Company being Company “I” and the 
305th Company being Company “K.” 

The 19th Marines will be composed 
of the following units: One regimental 
headquarters company, one regimental 
service company, three battalion head- 
quarters and headquarters companies, 
three machine gun and howitzer com- 
panies, and nine rifle companies. 

The authorized strength for rifle com- 
panies will be 2 officers and 60 enlisted 
men, distributed as follows: 1 captain, 
1 second lieutenant, 1 first sergeant, 1 
gunnery sergeant, 4 sergeants, 7 cor- 


Fifteen 


porals, 9 privates first-class, 1 trump 
eter, and 37 privates. Machine gun 
companies are authorized 2 officers and 
40 enlisted men, as follows: 1 captain, 
1 second lieutenant, 1 first sergeant, 1 
gunnery sergeant, 3 sergeants, 4 cor- 
porals, 6 privates first-class, 1 trumpeter 
and 24 privates. 

The personnel of the regiment will be 
required, unless excused by the major 
general commandant, to. perform not 
more than fifteen days of training an- 
nually, for which they will receive the 
pay of their grades in addition to trans- 
portation and subsistence. No pay, how- 
ever, will be provided for weekly drills. 

Summer service uniforms only will be 
provided for the enlisted men of the 
new companies. Each man will be issued 
the following articles: 

1 hat, field; 1 ornament, hat; 1 coat, 
summer, service; 3 trousers, 1 belt, web; 
2 shirts, cotton; 2 leggins, pairs; 2 scarfs, 
field, 1 ornament, collar, pair; 1 belt, 
fair leather. 


20TH REGIMENT OF RESERVES TO 
BE ORGANIZED VERY SOON 


The major general commandant has 
issued instructions for the organization 
of the 20th Marines in Washington, D. 
C., and vicinity, and in Virginia. 

This regiment will be organized by 
Captain Joseph J. Staley, USMCR, under 
the supervision of Colonel J. S. Turrill, 
USMC, officer in charge, Marine Corps 
Reserve. Captain Staley will command 
the regiment when it is formed. 

The 401st and 402nd Volunteer Ma- 
rine Corps Reserve Companies have been 
included in the organization tables of 
the 20th Marines. The 401st Company, 
of Washington D. C., commanded by 
Captain Harvey L. Miller, USMCR, will 
form Company “A” of the First Bat- 
talion, and the 402nd Company of Roa- 
noke, Va., commanded by First Lieuten- 
ant Carleton Penn, USMCR, will form 
Company “I” of the Third Battalion. 

All instructions relative to distribu- 
tion of personnel, authorized strength 
of units, issue and allowance of clothing, 
and regulations for drills and training 
for this regiment is the same as that 
relating to the Nineteenth Regiment, 
published elsewhere in this section. 

The provisions for not more than 
fifteen days annual training for these 
two organizations, whose combined 
strength is practically 1,500, gives some 
idea of what may be expected at Quan- 
tico next summer. 


THE AREA COMMANDER INSPECTS 
301ST FLEET RESERVE COMPANY 

Colonel David D. Porter, A. A. & L, 
USMC, the area commander, inspected 
the 301st Company, Fleet Marine Corps 
Reserve, of Boston, Mass., on the evening 
of Friday, November 15, 1929. 

The colonel inspected the members in 
ranks for personal appearance and neat- 
ness and later inspected the company in 
the various drills and exercises. Prior 
to the inspection of the company, Colo- 
nel Porter visited the storerooms of the 
301st Company, located at the Marine 
Barracks, and found them in unusually 
good shape. 

The area commander reported that he 
was impressed with the enthusiasm and 
keenness of the commanding officer, and 
especially with the efficiency of several 

(Continued on page 28) 
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“HEADQUARTERS DOPE” 
By “TaBar” 

More personnel changes in the Muster 
Roll Division. Thompson was trans- 
ferred to the Inspections-Exchange Sec- 
tion and is now doing his best to keep his 
finger on the pulse of all post exchanges. 
Congratulations. 

Miss Creath, who hails from the Tall 
Corn State is filling Thompson’s vacancy 
asa poster. Ottumwa papers please copy. 

Anne McGoldrick was the only “lady” 
poster for many a year. _ Following the 
trend of time our posting section is 
rapidly becoming feminized. We now 
have three “ladies” there and Bill Brig- 
ham, “the poor lone male” star in the 
cast, has to be polite and we fear he 
may come in some day wearing a skirt. 

With all the feminine surroundings 
even Charlie Hunter is getting gay again. 
The other day he blossomed forth in a 
red tie, red suspenders and whoopee 
socks. Guy Williams, not to be outdone, 
dazzled the “Girls?” with a pair of pearl 
gray spats. 

Everybody is figuring how much an- 
nual leave is still due. Most of them talk 
in days, some in hours, but Giles has 
his worked down to minutes. 

“Sweetie” Mix does not like the wind 
to blow at night, as it makes the furni- 
ture creak and keeps her awake, thereby 
missing lots of the so-called beauty sleep. 

McCabe is very busy these days paper- 
ing his house. 

“John” Shaughnessy must have looked 
lost in the big room last Saturday as 
she was the only one who did not go out 
to see the Marines win the resident’s 
Cup. 

Cold weather must be on the way soon, 
for Freddie Sharpnack decided to replace 
the broken window in his 1914 model 
“Lizzie.” Blow ye winds, Blow. 

Wes Thomas, with the aid of his as- 
sistant, Fred Sharpnack, will soon be 
cutting and pasting the Naval Register. 

Ken Hyatt, the POET of the statistics 
outfit will soon be writing appropriate 
“ditties for the Xmas packages for the 
clerks of the A & I 100% efficient, that 
boy. 

Letter from Bob O'Toole in Haiti says 
he misses the bowling league and is eat- 
ing up the dope Ramberg sends him. 
Incidentally the weekly bowling sheet 
turned out by Hubert in the Pay Depart- 
ment, is nifty and that boy is a “wiz” 
on mimeograph artistry. His sketches 
of the weekly necktie winners are good. 
So far the neckties have been distributed 
as follows: Sutpin, 2; McCabe, 2; Brig- 
ham, 1; Bendetto, 1, and Steele, 1. 

Colonel Beadle retired from active 
duty October 31, although he will not 


be placed on the retired list for some 
little time yet. He said he might be off 
the active list, but we’d see him often 
just the same. Having had two tours 
of duty at Headquarters during the past 
few years, he came to know everybody, 
and he will be missed, as we feel he will 
miss us. 

The A & I Department turned out “en 
masse” to see the football game, and at 


Sgt. J. A. Dunagan, of the Southern 
Recruiting Division, greets Tom Mix on 
his recent arrival in Jackson, Miss. 


least half of them knew what it was all 
about. Anyhow they rooted, and we won, 
what more can be asked. 

Miss Gillum recently made a flying 
trip to Niagara Falls. She says they 
still do. 

George Washington Brown of the file 
room force has decided that his 1922 
Hup is too expensive to operate and has 
his eye on a Jewett. We wish him luck 
and hope it will not fail him on his way 
to the office. Incidentally so does Foster, 
who rides in with him nowadays when 
the Hup “hups.” 

Yetti Rosenthal resigned her position 
on the Finger Print job. McKelden 
seems to be having a job keeping the 
work going, as Miss Creath left him for 
Muster Roll assignment. 


Mrs. Rosalie A. Back is holding down 
the index work now, all by her lonesome. 

Fay Morgenstein has had her new fur 
coat for a week now, and still insists 
that she didn’t steal it. 

The Christmas Tree Committee reports 
progress. Wes Thomas has a new cus- 
tom made tree-base made to order for 
us; one that is strong enough to hold a 
community tree. We extend thanks to 
the donor of this useful article. 

Bud Fisher says Richards is going to 
give us a bang-up menu for our Christ- 
mas party. Bud has always made a 
special point of turning out an attrac- 
tive menu of our “chow.” 

Edith Brown made a nice trip recently; 
she went with the King Pin girls’ team 
to Charlotte, N. C., where they played 
an exhibition game with a team of Rich- 
mond, Va., girls. She says it was an 
interesting trip, but bowling hasn’t hit 
Charlotte like it has the District of 
Columbia. 

Mrs. Robards has been out for some 
days because of illness, but has returned 
to her duties once more. 

Gallagher came in very excited the 
other morning; yes, “it’s” a girl, and 
everybody’s doing well. Congratulations, 
papa! 

Headquarters bowlers are all snapping 
in in good shape this year, and averages 
are high as a whole. Bill Ramberg has 
blossomed out in bowling shoes, and now 
threatens the laurels of our city cham- 
pions. 

Frank Miller was way out in front, but 
his foot slipped terribly one night, and 
so now he’s “just among ’em.” 

The necktie scramble is worth watch- 
ing. These boys fight for every pin, 
hoping a double header strike may come 
along, and bring them in reach of the 
“jim-dandy” weekly prize awarded by 
Major Brewster. The league standing: 


Team W L Avg. Pins 
13. 8 .619 10210 
11 10 .524 10125 
10 11° .476 10042 
8 13 .381 9942 
High team set, P. M. & Q. M...... 1561 
High team game, A & I......... 547 
High Ind. set, McCabe............ 350 
High Ind. game, McCabe......... 149 
High average strikes, Steele...... 562 


High average spares, McAllister. . 1.750 
High Ind. average, Benedetto. 103-11 


As a bowler, Ezra Snyder sure can 
play a mean game of tennis. We'll 
admit though that bowling takes prac- 
tice, and he says “that is his story.” 

Bill Ramberg is sporting a brand new 
car; it didn’t run so good at first, until 
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he got a fancy radiator cap, and “how 
she do perk now.” 

Speaking of new cars, Virgil Howard 
has a new one too; a Roosevelt “8” so 
he keeps office hours now anywhere be 
tween Richmond and Philadelphia. 

George Aubinger is strutting his stuff 
these days. He’s with the Navy Build- 
ing Guard, and is now a real live First 
Sergeant. 

We all lost easy money the other day, 
when the Marines played the President’s 
Cup game—friend McDonald wanted to 
bet on the Coast Guard; even with this 
“hot tip” we failed to bet on the Ma- 
rines. Live and learn. 

On Armistice Day, after our regular 
ceremony of the day, our former Com- 
mandant General Lejeune said a few 
words to the personnel at Headquarters; 
needless to say everyone who has served 
under him is mighty sorry he has left 
us, insofar as a direct connection is con- 
cerned; he had the love and respect of 
everyone who served under him, both 
officially and personally. 

The Navy Team of the Federal League 
has gotten up steam with a vengeance 
lately. They have won ten out of the 
last twelve games, and during this period 
have rolled high game 641, for the league 
season, and second high set, 1748; and 
have advanced from twelfth to fifth 
place. “At a boy,” Freddie. 

The girls Navy Team of the Federal 
League seem to be holding their own as 
well as their “Big Brothers,” as they 
are safely esconsed in fourth place. Four 
of our A & I girls are members of this 
team. Irene “Great” Scott has annexed 
second high set in the league with a 343 
set. The averages of “our” girls follow: 


89-12 
The Navy Team also boasts of second 

high game, 521, and second high set, 

1473. Let the good work continue. 

The Christmas party committee con- 
sisting of Ann McGoldrick, Edna Bradley 
and Winnie Brannon, has been so busy 
that it neglected to elect a chairman 
until now. Ann McGoldrick wins the 
“poison ivy” crown. We can expect any- 
thing, and then “try and get it.” 

Mr. William H. Fowler is a recent ad- 
dition to the personnel of Headquarters, 
having been assigned to the Historical 
Section. 


TWO THIRTY-YEAR MEN LEAVE 
MARINE CORPS DURING 
NOVEMBER 
After more than thirty years of serv 
ice two more Marines have retired to 
private life during the month—Staff Ser- 
geant Richard Unsworth and Quarter- 

master Sergeant James Cassels. 
Sergeant Unsworth’s application was 
dated October 11, and on November 4 
he was formally retired at Marine Bar- 
racks, Navy Yard, Washington, D. C. 
He had completed 30 years and 10 days. 
Sergeant Cassels applied for retire- 
ment on October 17 and the formal cere- 
mony took place on November 11 at the 
Marine Corps Depot of Supplies, Phila- 
delphia, Pa., after thirty years and 
twenty-five days in the Corps. 
_The Leatherneck extends congratula- 
tions to both on their long and faithful 
service, and wishes them many happy 
and healthful days during their well- 
earned retirement. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


RAMBLINGS OF THE ROCHESTER 
U. S. MARINE DETACHMENT 
Station R-O-C-K-Y broadcasting while 

enroute from New Orleans, where the 

sheiks belong and many of our Marines 
went wrong. 

Just a little about our four-day stay 
in New Orleans. The trip up was as 
uneventful as a daily walk to the post 
office, but our taste for tropical weather 
has rendered us more susceptible to the 
cold and O. D. shirts were very much in 
evidence. We stopped at the mouth of 
the Mississippi long enough to assist 
Port Eads in the celebration of their 
fiftieth anniversary. They unveiled a 
bronze tablet and had a lot of speeches. 
The feature one being delivered by Cap- 
tain Harry A. Baldridge, commanding 
officer of the “Rocky.” We left shortly 


To My Thou- 
sands of 
“sons” in the 
Marine 
Corps, Greet- 
ings — and 
again Merry 
Christmas 
and Happy 
New Year! 

May 1930 
bring you 
much happi- 
ness and 
health. To those of you in foreign 
lands, I wish a speedy return. To 
those in the hospital, a quick re- 
covery and if there is anything I 
can do for you, let me know; give 
me a chance to try. And to those 
in the Brig—may this be your last 
offense! 

I am still in Quantico and al- 
though I have received hundreds 
of letters from you, I am always 
looking for more. But when you 
write please sign your whole name 
—as I have received many letters 
merely signed “Jimmy” or “Bob,” 
ete., and as I have scores of Jimmy 
or Bob sons, I cannot know who 
they are from so cannot answer 
them. With much, much love to 
one and all, I am 

Devotedly, 
(s) MOTHER UNDERHILL. 


after and proceeded up the river and 
docked about 9:15 p. m. at the foot of 
Canal Street. 

Then the fun began. Ten minutes after 
the gangway was placed in position the 
ship was as empty and as silent as the 
“Big Wide Open Spaces” we hear much 
about. Through the courtesy of the 
theatre concession we were presented 
with complimentary tickets to the best 
and largest theaters. How’s that for 
southern hospitality ? 

The way the public at large received 
us was a revelation. The ship was 
visited by thousands of persons daily and 
many delightful acquaintances were 
made and, I am sure, some lasting 


friendships were formed. Some of the 
boys were so fond of the city that they 
prevailed upon Captain Whitehead to 
grant them forty-eight hours leave. In 
some ways it was a mistake. 
example, 


Just for 
look at our own Pfc. Gus 


Seventeen 


Gerdes; heartbroken at leaving that cute 
little Irish girl of his. He wanders 
around looking like a cat that has eaten 
the wrong fish head. Well! cheer up, 
Gus, she’s probably dreaming of “A Ma- 
rine in fighting Jeans,” who is sailing 
the bounding main (boy! how she’s 
bounding just now). Sgt. “Bozo” Greiser 
and Pvts. Smith and Gibbs are also loud 
in their praise of New Orleans. Our big 
four letter man (YMCA) is anxious to 
get back to Balboa to take in more of 
those big banana feeds. P. S. He missed 
one on the day we left Balboa. 

Rady says he’s dying to hear Burke 
Smith with the melodious voice of his. 
Don’t request “Am I Blue,” Rady, the 
first night. 

Harold Teen has a competitor in 
“Jake” Stahl for hair-cuts, what a man! 
George Weiss was talking to Abe Katz- 
ker the other evening and Abe said in 
his country they valued a minute as a 
thousand years, and a penny as a thou- 
sand dollars. George says “let’s have a 
penny.” Abe: “Wait a minute.” 

“Easter Egg” Forrest and “Horse 
Face” Loar fell in love with some queen 
of New Orleans and hope to get their 
love correspondence diploma soon. 

Crews, the detachment sheik, has been 
heard to state that “he is the reason why 
girls leave home,” and Slim Lemon says 
he is the reason why they go back again. 
Dunbar, one of our latest additions, says 
his mother doesn’t know where he is or 
what he is doing, and, Oh, Boy! if she 
only knew. 

This is the latest society news from 
the “Rocky.” Pvt. Joseph Jenisch while 
in New Orleans fell in love and has lost 
his title of bachelor. Luck to you 
Jenisch. 

A ball was held in honor of the 
“Rocky’s” arrival by the people of New 
Orleans and turned out to be quite a 
gala event. The most charming young 
ladies of the city, noted for its fair 
damsels were there. A red-hot orchestra 
was provided and a number of late pieces 
were played. Tripping the light fan- 
tastic went on until the well-known wee 
hours of the morning. The fair sex of 
New Orleans flocked all over, it was 
tough it had to break up. Everyone had 
a most enjoyable time. The whole de- 
tachment extends a vote of thanks to 
the dance committee of the New Orleans 
Navy Day Committee. Here’s hoping 
we go back again for Madi Gras. 

During the firing of short range battle 
practice, two of the Marine guns made 
a Navy “E.” Gun No. 5, making a score 
of seven hits in record time. Corporal 
Cain, the captain of that crew, sure knew 
his onions. The members of that crew 
are as follows: Cain, Yelanich, Loft, 
Allen Davis, Wierer, Rodgers, Rady, 
Moore, Hubbard, Harville and Baker. 
Gun No. 7 made a score that was un- 
equaled by any gun on the ship, by scor- 
ing eight hits in record time. Corporal 
Schmischke was captain of this crew and 
had his men so well organized that they 
just couldn’t miss the target. The crew 
members are Schmischke, Geoghegan, 
Talbott, Allen, Hardin, O’Brien, Roberts, 
Argilander, Batt, Smith, Forrest and 
Delaney. 

The following named men who received 
promotions this month are as follows: 
Corporal Schmischke, to sergeant; Pri- 
vates First-class Hardin, Ryan and Benz 
and Private Browne to corporal, and 
Privates Oates, Loar, Crews, Gibbs and 
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Members of the Marine Detachment at the Brooklyn Navy Yard demonstrate to a 
group of future Marines the functioning of a machine gun. Navy Day, 1929. Photo 
by M. V. Young. 


Rady to private first-class. We extend 
our most hearty congratulations to these 
men as they have brought themselves 
up to the standards of a higher position. 
“R-O-C-K-Y” now signing off, hoping to 
be with you at a later date. 

“MOTHER ALFONZO.”) OVERSEAS 
SERVICE WORKER, DIES IN PARIS 

It is my painful duty to inform the offi 
cers and men who were formerly mem 
bers of the FIFTEENTH SEPARATE 
BATTALION (SCHLESWIG-HOLSTEIN 
BATTALION) of our bereavement by 
the death of “Mother Alfonzo.” 

The following article appeared in the 
Paris edition of the New York Herald on 
October 18, 1929: 

Mrs. A. S. Alfonzo Dies in Hospital 

Mrs. Agnes Stewart Alfonzo, widow of 
Mr. Ramon Alfonzo, died yesterday after 
noon in the American Hospital of Paris, 
Neuilly-sur-Seine, after an illness of sev 
eral weeks. She had lived the last seven 
years in Havana, where she was active in 
church and club work and president of 
the Women’s Overseas Service League. 

During the World War Mrs. Alfonzo 
served in the Y. M. C. A. and the Ameri- 
can Red Cross, returning in 1919 to 
America with the Fifteenth Battalion 
of the Marine Corps. 

She is survived by two children, Mrs. 
Frank Pogolotti, Havana, and Mr. Ra 
mon Stewart Alfonzo, attached to the 
American Consulate there, and four sis 
ters, Mrs. C. S. Williams, Asheville, N. 
C.; Mrs. S. Glenn Brown, wife of Major 
Brown, United States Army General 
Staff, Washington; Mrs. Harold King, 
San Francisco, and Mrs. John Edmond 
Perry, of Paris, whom she had been 
visiting. 

Funeral arrangements will be an- 
nounced later. 

I am informed by Mrs. Perry (Mrs. 
Alfonzo’s sister) that the loving cup pre 
sented to Mother Alfonzo by the officers 
and men of the battalion before we left 
France was placed on the casket during 
the funeral. 

It is a solace to all of us to know that 
this symbol of our deep affection for 


this noble woman, who did so much to 
keep the memory of our absent mothers 
warm in our hearts, accompanied her on 
her journey to her last resting place. 
The other member of our war-time 
family, Jess (Sunshine) Spencer, has 
married since the war and is now Mrs. 
Merrill W. Hoyt, residing at 928 Amidon, 
Wichita, Kan. 
CHAS. F. B. PRICE, 
Major U. S. Marines. 


MARINE BARRACKS, NAVY YARD, 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
By Don J. Leonard 

This may be the Quaker City, but 
we’re not so dead as the Marine World 
may think. This is the first time that 
we have broadcasted for quite a while, 
but we’re on the air to stay now and we 
don’t mean “if.” This little post of ours 
has the grand complement of approxi- 
mately 300 men and officers, so it’s not 
so small as one might imagine. For the 
benefit of those who don’t know where 
we're located, it’s in that famous place 
known as “The Foot of Broad St.” 

John McHugh is our benevolent father, 
or First Sergeant, and he rules with an 
iron hand and swift kick. And, by the 
way, we have with us none other than 
that very famous “Dolly Gray” of China 
fame; “Seats” is the best word in his 
vocabulary—enough _ said. “Snapper” 
Garrison, who will shortly retire on 20 
years is also a member of this command. 
That little runt that can’t hide behind 
the Woolworth Building, known as Ser- 
geant McKinley, also adorns the scenery 
hereabouts. So that’s just about all I 
have to say about our little home for 
anyone to find out just what a happy 
family we have, and how. 

Now let me rave about our post foot- 
ball team. It is one of the best teams 
that this Navy Yard has produced for 
years. We have such stars as Lieuten- 
ants McCaffery and Roberts. Corporal 
Toomey is also one of our backfield 
flashes. Chaney of rapid fire fame is 
also one of our steady plugging backs. 
In the line we have Lieutenant Pressley 
at center; he is rather a small lad about 
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six feet four inches and a few hundred 
pounds. One of our ends is Ken Yeager 
recently of Quantico, and the other end 
is fighting Johnny Sepe of that very 
famous Texas Detachment. Johnny has 
been playing a very fine game at end this 
year. Lieutenant McCaffery is our quar- 
terback and star; his method of running 
back kicks and breaking away in an open 
field is nothing short of spectacular. In 
my next Ill give the games won and 
lost. Our team is in demand in this neck 
of the woods as they have gained an 
enviable reputation. Captain Skinner is 
our coach, and Lieutenant F. S. Gilman 
is our manager. 

We have all kinds of Marines in this 
post: China boys, Hatian boys, and 
mostly Nicaragua’s native sons. Hear- 
ing them talk of their tales of woe and 
patrols will drive you batty. Pollock, 
otherwise known as Prushinski, lies so 
much that he believes himself. But he 
gets tired when he finds out that all the 
boys go to sleep on him; sometimes he 
even gets sore to think that nobody is 
listening to his terrible line. 

The Salt Lake City Detachment is sta- 
tioned here in our barracks until their 
ship is ready for them to go aboard. 
And talk about Chow Hounds—why, 
they’re eating us out of house and home 
and rations, but we’re a bunch of benevo- 
lent guys, so we don’t mind—not much. 

Speaking of boys that can really scoff 
chow, I must not forget Corporal Cross. 
All you see of him in the Mess Hall is 
his two arms waving up and down. The 
first time I saw him I thought that he 
was trying to use the semaphore code. 
He’s also our Post Librarian. 

The following named men are our most 
prominent sheiks: Trumpeter Couts, 
Maze, Paxson the Thud, Kid Maguire of 
Mt. Vernon fame, Battling Pinion, Slug- 
ging Sepe, Music Henry, Kid Orjavsky 
(otherwise known as Murphy), and num- 
erous others that I am not going to 
mention as they are pretty big guys. 
Not that I’m afraid, only I’m cautious. 

We're going to sign off now, as we al- 
ways like to give the other posts a 
chance to.get in the Broadcast. So long 
for a month. 


LEXINGTON MARINES BROADCAST 
By Omega White 
Dere Mister Broadcaster; 

This time we are goin tew tell you how 
hapy we wur to ce ower pitchur in your 
mazagine last munth. Of curse we kno 
that yu culdnot get erlong unlessen we 
wrote to you for our interest. Cinse last 
time we have did alot of things wich we 
gess yo wanta here abowt. Well, as the 
munkey said when he backed intu the 
mowin masheen hear is awl the tail for 
you. 

Bein sumbudy said weuns could drill 
sumpin terrible they tooked a sqad of us 
to Tacoma Wash to drill for sum guys 
bawl who call themselfs Marine Cores 
Leaguers. We dont kno if Connie Mac 
manages them or not, enyway we all had 
a gud time. They played a song called 
sim pa vi dellys and makes us stand up. 
When the drill started we were all there 
with our blues on with white socks, belts, 
gloves, rifles and caps. They blue atten- 
tion and we gave them our arms for @ 
present. Then we did the silent manual, 
which aint a book, and it aint silent. 
Sumbudy said we looked good and a 
eredit to our core. We didnt like that 


‘ 


December, 1929 


for we aint never owed anybudy any- 
thing yet and we aint too poor to try 
instalment plan if they dont put in too 
many of them. 

After the bawl was over we went with 
sum gurls to supper which was served 
with a radio. The tune was good but we 
didnt like the feller wot hollered thru 
the megafone. Now wile the chow was 
being seveered we had so many spoons 
one of us told the lady wot waited for us 
that maybe the guy at the nex table 
might want sumpin to eat with. We 
wuz kind uf pussled by wot she said in 
reply, but we didnt say enything. Next 
the lady brought us sum corn somay 
soup which looked like coffee—my maw 
always gimme coffee in a cup like that 
anyway—so I perceeds to cream and 
sugar up. When I went to stir it up I 
saw sumpin cum to the top uf the cup 
and I nose sumpin is wrong, so I called 
the waiting lady and told her I wanted 
gud coffee. The gang whooped and haw 
hawed about sompin I didnt quite get. 
Maybe the cook put macaroni in the 
coffee by mistake—anyway it waznt 
coffee. 

Our sister ship the ‘SARATOGA’ cum 
in today—looks like they all been over 
the side painin her cuz she sure looks 
good. We hope to have the plesher of 
playing her Marines a baw! game soon. 
There’s plenty uf space hear for a game 
there bein 3 or 4 diamunds. 

A few weeks ago we cum in from the 
rifle range in Fort Lewis Wash—most 
uf us are good shorts for we cum thru 
with 13 experts, 20 sharpshooters, with 
28-9 M. M. and a couple of non-sufficients. 

We bot a radio last month and now 
we have a gud time listening to it. When 
we first bought it one of the boys went 
to Seattle and bought sum phonograph 
records but the perlice sargent wouldt 
let him play them on the radio. He must 
be pretty stingy with the radio, and if I 
wuz McColley I’d get my money back. I 
must tell you sumpin about the perlice 
sargent we have aboard hear. He’s a 
good spud when he’s sleepin, only he 
dont sleep much and hes a lot different 
from the perlice sargent we used to kno 
in Broken Bottle. This other perlice 
sargent used to sit at his desk an ask 
if we had bail. But this sea-goin P. S. 
dont care if youve got bail or not an he’s 
growlin allatime an if he dont stop I 
am goin to rite to the President or sum- 
budy and if that dont do eny good I am 
going to write to the Captain, who is a 
inflewenshall man and cannot be buffalo- 
nickled. 

We miss the gunry sargent who is 
head of all the coaches at the rifle range. 
We dont know how many coaches he has 
got to take care uf ‘ but we bet 
that the gut wot washes them has his 
hands full. We didnt think that coaches 
wur in style any more but this is way out 
West, and weguess the coaches predomi- 
nate. Anyway we can just about pitchur 
sargent Crater sittin on a high seat. 

Our top sargent is kept busy he being 
both the gunry gat sgt and Ist sgt while 
the boys are at the range. Hes a good 
man and we no that he understands hu- 
man faults. Enyway in a speach that 
wuz made a few days ago the speaker 
said, “That orders are sometimes con- 
trary to ones’ inclinations thay are how- 
ever character builders.” WE’ll give 
that guy 5.0 in all three gradings. But 
sometimes it is even harder than that. 
We mean the orders. 
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MARINE BKS., NAVAL STATION, 
SAINT THOMAS, VIRGIN ISLANDS 
By Julien C. Stinnett 

I say, folks, how’s to move over and 
allow the Virgin Island Vigilantes space 
for a couple of lines. Not much to say 
this month but we’re going to take up as 
much space as possible. 

Pfc. “Red Mike” Goullette has finally 
yielded to the desires of the men (but 
more to the specific orders of Captain 
Miller) and established himself in the 
galley as Ist cook. Anyone who is such 
a super-triple-x-he chef as Goullette is 
known to be ought to have his eyeballs 
peeled for trying to avoid displaying his 
talent for the benefit of his fellow men. 
Here’s one baby who isn’t crying for the 
job of chastising the big brute, however. 
we'll leave that to his lady friend! In 
our scoffing hall a bozo named Ferguson 
still reigns supreme as mess sergeant, 
while Goullette has two very capable 
men to assist him at boiling the gravy 
in Pvt. Bob Stewart and Mike Balm, 2nd 
and 3rd cooks respectively. 

Corporal Fuller goes to St. John on or 
about the first of the month to relieve 
Corporal Griffin in charge there. He will 
take with him a crew of four men for 
the purpose of erecting a barracks to re 
place the tents that have hitherto formed 
the shelter of the St. John’s detachment. 
All the men stationed there at present 
will be relieved with the exception of 
Pvt. Collins, Radio Operator. Corporal 
Fuller had charge of the building of our 
new gymnasium which is now in use. 
We are losing a bang-up ball player 
when he goes away for a couple of 
months. We certainly hope he looks to 
the diligent care of his old pitching arm 
during his absence. 

Our ball team, by the way, hasn’t been 
very busy as of late, but we expect to 
get started soon, beginning with the 
game Navy Day with the Gobs. Games 
aren’t hard to get in Saint Thomas as 
there are three or four Navy “nines” as 
well as the local team. So opposition is 
the least of our worries. On the other 
hand there will be something for that 
same opposition to worry about if that 
old Leatherneck aggregation gets going 
right! If we don’t have a list of games 
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won as long as Uncle Sam’s arm when 
Colonel Meade returns, he will probably 
put the whole team on restriction in 
definitely! So it’s get games, boys, and 
take ’em. 

Pvt. Domenic C. Venuti has been pro- 
moted to CO’s chauffeur and seems to 
feel as if he should look down on an 
ordinary private now. He recently made 
the remark that he could drive anything 
from a woman to a battle wagon! Pvi. 
“Dimples” Muchler, who took over 
Venuti’s old position as QM. chauffeur 
politely invited Domenic to go drive him- 
self in the bay. 

Oh, yes, last month we promised to 
entertain our readers with information 
concerning our several watercraft. Pfc. 
Bill Williams, coxswain of our fifty- 
footer says there isn’t anything to say 
about his boats but he’ll make a stab at 
it anyway. Besides the fifty, we have 
another small motor launch which Bill 
calls the dory and a rowboat called the 
Dinghy. The writer refuses to be held 
responsible for the names, not being very 
fluent with the lingo of sea-going folk. 
If the names are wrong then our cox- 
swain is to blame. Then there is an 
eighteen-foot canoe, privately owned and 
operated by Corporals Mitchell and 
Rapp. She looks like she would take off 
but it certainly would be a boon to a 
pleasant evening, plus a great big tropi- 
cal moon and a dark-eyed senorita, and 
how! Our prize craft, however, is a 
small _ sail-boat christened “Whistle- 
breeches.” At least we have more real 
fun at this. But she met disaster on the 
afternoon of October the 7th, when First 
Sergeant McClay, Sgt. Spragg and Pfes. 
Skivvie Taylor and Knipe took her out 
for a sail. She went down about two 
hundred yards off shore with all hands 
aboard. The story of the somewhat 
humorous accident follows as is told by 
Arthur O. Knipe. No, he isn’t from 
Texas, but his lingo is: 

Wall, I dunno jest how to begin this 
here narrative, me bein’ a misplaced cow- 
puncher an’ not given t’ yarn spinnin’ 
as a profession. How-some-ever, I’ll do 
my derndest, so’s not t’ dissapint them as 
is wainin’ fer this here brain storm. 

Wall, me bein’ from th’ West, so t’ 


Captain John N. Popham and detachment of Marines who escorted the public around 


the Marine Corps exhibit at the Brooklyn Navy Yard on Navy Day. 


Photo by 


M. V. Young. 
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Final review of the 4th Regiment at Race Course, Shanghai, China, for Lieut. Col. 


Fred D. Kilgore. Left to right: 


Major A. B. Drum, Lt. Col. F. D. Kilgore and 


Col. C. H. Lyman. 


speak, an’ never seein’ more’n a pan full 
o’ water at one time, I cain’t hardly be 
expected t’ be a sailor. But be that as 
it may, I tried it, an’ it had a right 
excitin’ outcome—tho’ at th’ time ’twasn’t 
nothin’ t’ write home about. It all come 
about this-a-way 

We all’s settin’ ’round th’ door one 
night gassin’, when all ’tonce some fel- 
ler suggests we goes fer a sail in the 
mornin’, it bein’ Sunday, an’ nothin’ much 
t’ do. Wall, we-all fell fer th’ idee, an’ 
sets out long "bout noon next day. 

We alls lopin’ ‘long right smart, with 
the wind behind us, as these here sea- 
farin’ folks say, in this here li'l boat 
sorta misscalled, “Whistle Breeches” 
(why, I dunno, it not wearin’ any 
breeches as I could see, an’ I never heard 
it make any whistle to speak of). How- 
some-ever, be that as it may, so "twas, an’ 
so *tis—wall, we’s lopin’ right smart, as 
has been said, when somethin’ goes bam 
—an’ dern if ‘at there li'l “Whistle 
Breeches” don’t rare right up on her 
nose an’ go fer th’ fishes! 

Wall, there’s only one thing to do, an’ 
I does that thing right pronto. I goes 
down somethin’ like a mile with that 
there boat, but I bobs up, bustin’ right 
into the purtest lookin’ daylight as ever 
was, an’ "bout ten feet from me, I sees 
my buddie, Spragg, bob up somethin’ like 
a big fish. Seems he’d done got mixed 
up in direction, an’ went down ’stead o’ 
up—but he found out his mistake, soon’s 
he hit bottom, an’ turned fer ‘’tother 
direction. Wall, "bout ’at time I sees 
Mac come up, spoutin’ water like he 
meant it. But ’tother jasper, ’tone called 
Skivvie, he don’t show up fer right smart 
while. Purty soon, up he comes, gaspin’ 
like he’d seen a right hot sketch, an’ 
we all looks fer shore, which we sees, 
somethin’ like a thousand miles off, an’ 
still goin’. Wall, seein’s how we’s all 


right ‘'thome in th’ water, havin’ been in 
th’ habit o’ takin’ a bath ever’ month, 
we starts fer th’ receedin’ shore, an’ we 
swims right pert, ‘count o’ these here 
sharks, baracuda, etceterry, them bein’ 
right affectionate at times. 


Wall, we’s jest "bout figgered ’at shores 
done gone, when a green boat comes 
lopin’ over th’ boundin’ main, picks us 
up, an’ lapes on. I wanta rise t’ remark 
’at ’at boat looked nigh’s good as a quart 
would on other occasions. 

Wall, soon’s we’s safe aboard, we-all 
asts this jasper, Skivvie, what in—he 
was doin’ not comin’ up that-a-way. Wall, 
he says as how he got hung up under th’ 
piece o’ cloth called a sail, an’ how he 
raced right nigh onto three mile, not 
countin’ corners, b’fore he seen daylight. 

We all went t’ church ’at night. 

Next day bein’ Monday, fer no reason 
‘at I could make out, ’ceptin’ day b’fore 
‘us Sunday, we-all takes ’at sea-goin’ 
cayuse called th’ fifty-footer, an’ we all 
goes t’ rescue ’at derned, no-good “Whis- 
tle Breeches.” We sends a couple 0’ 
these here natives down, an’ they looped 
th’ ropes ’round th’ nose an’ tail o’ the 
critter, respective, an’ we-all pulls right 
pert, an’ gets ‘at derned boat on top 
agin. 

From now on, I does my sailin’ on dry 
land 

I forgot t’ mention, we didn’t have t 
wash fer right nigh onto two months, we 
bein’ purty well washed out. 

Wall, now seein’s how I’ve done tole 
yuh how it happened, how’s t’ shove off 
an’ let a feller rest—hey, anybody got a 
cigarette ? 


BRAINS VS. CHANCE 


A tip on a real football game. 
YA-LO by name, and it’s a land- 
slide of entertaining hours when 
you’re off duty. Deal the cards 
and the struggle starts with hot 
battles of football strategy from 
the kick-off until the last quarter’s 
end. Get this game at your post 
exchange if you wish to keep up on 
the intricate plays of this great 
American game. 
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COMMUNICATION NOTES, AMERI.- 
CAN LEGATION, PEKING, CHINA. 


The tubes for our new TAF transmit- 
ter have arrived and we have started a 
series of tests with the various radio 
stations in the Asiatic in order to get 
all proper adjustments. Some trouble 
was experienced at the outset because 
of defective tubes and in endeavoring to 
get the most effective antenna. The de 
fective tubes have been eliminated and 
after trying out five different antennae 
we now have what we believe is the 
proper combination. Our tests to Ca- 
vite, Guam, Honolulu, Canton and the 
flagship are proving very satisfactory 
and we expect great things of the set. 
At the present time we are running the 
TAF from our battery banks. This is 
a great drain on them but the situation 
will be relieved when the installation of 
the new power unit at the Quartermaster 
Compound is completed. Work on this 
unit is progressing nicely. 

With the completion of work on the 
TAF we intend to move our 355 kc. 
transmitter into the same building and 
we are only awaiting authority as in 
moving we must go out of commission on 
this frequency for about four or five 
days. We expect to get this OK, how- 
ever, as all of our 355 traffic can be 
taken care of on high frequency for the 
time necessary to make the shift. 

The summer camp at Peitaiho Beach 
has been broken and all companies are 
now back in Peking. The last three 
radiomen at camp were Privates Ralph 
E. Sutton, Vernon H. Moody and Thomas 
Thompson. One of the communication 
clerks, Private Hummel, also spent the 
last period at camp. All report a great 
time. The SCR-130 which was installed 
at Camp Admiral Bristol this year was 
not entirely satisfactory for communi- 
cation. This was due to two factors, viz: 
that the set had insufficient power to 
work Peking direct, and secondly, be- 
cause it was necessary to relay through 
two Army stations with limited sched- 
ules. For the next camp it is hoped that 
we shall .be able to obtain a portable 
high-frequency set of Marine Corps de- 
sign, working direct from camp to 
Peking. 

The new commander-in-chief, Admiral 
MeVay, is due in Peking on September 
25th. Radio, Peking, does not expect 
an undue increase in traffic volume as the 
Admiral expects to remain for but a 
few days. We were disappointed at his 
trip being such a hurried one as we 
wished to have the new Fleet Radio Offi- 
cer take a look at us. 

The Marines sent from Radio, Peking, 
to the radio school, Cavite, have more 
than upheld the honor of our corps by 
turning out most successful work. First 
place in the school was taken by Cor- 
poral Edward G. Diezell, and Privates 
John Meyers and Stephen J. Roberts 
tied with three Navy men for second 
place. Private Roberts also tied for first 
place in copying and sending American 
Morse code. We hope to have these men 
back with us in a few weeks. We have 
been keeping two men in each class at 
this school and results have been very 
satisfactory. The new fleet regulations 
require us to keep four men in future 
schools. 

The inter-company rifle and _ pistol 
matches have just been completed and 
proved to be well contested and ex- 
tremely interesting. Radio’s only shoot- 
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ing member this year is Private Kiser 
with both pistol and rifle. Kiser is also 
a member of the post teams which are 
firing with the 15th Infantry today. 

We have had no new men join the 
station during the month. One man has 
been transferred to line duty at his own 
request, namely, Private Irving Gray. 


TWO MARINE LIEUTENANTS GET 
AVIATION WINGS AT PENSACOLA 


We read in the Pensacola Air Station 
News of November 7 that 1st Lieutenant 
Clarence J. Chappell, Jr., U. S. M. C., 
and 2nd Lieutenant Guy D. Chappell, 
U. S. M. C., were recently designated 
naval aviators. These two officers are 
now on duty with the Aircraft squadrons, 
East Coast Expeditionary Force, Ma- 
rine Barracks, Quantico, Va. 

The article says further that Private 
G. W. Heritage, U. S. M. C., has recently 
completed his course and will be desig- 
nated A. P. upon completing the re- 
quired two hundred hours in the air. 


FOURTH REGIMENT FOOTNOTES 
By “Injection” 

Since arriving in Shanghai late in 
July I have been so busy doing so many 
things for so many people that I failed 
to live up to my promise to horn in on 
the “BROADCAST,” but now that I am 
properly “oriented” I will endeavor from 
now on to give the LEATHERNECK a 
few notes each month on our doings out 
here. 

I want to state right here and now 
that this regiment is the finest I have 
ever seen in the Marine Corps. I was 
quite pleasurably surprised at the whole 
hearted manner in which the men took to 
their duties and even more so at the 
sterling reputation they bore with the 
inhabitants of Shanghai. Because of this 
fine spirit, both in their duties and their 
conduct while on liberty, the regimental 
commander, Colonel Lyman, had granted 
heretofore unknown privileges to the 
men of the regiment by allowing them 
all-night liberty and the further pleasure 
of wearing civilian clothing. And the 
most wonderful thing of all is that these 
privileges have been but slightly abused. 

That will be enough bouquet throwing, 
so now I'll get down to the real stuff. 
The regiment has been very active in all 
branches of sport in Shanghai during the 
past summer. I could never expect to 
be granted enough space to tell of all 
the victories won, so I shall enumerate 
only a few of them. 

Our baseball team got off to an in- 
different start at the beginning of the 
season, but when Lieutenant Baylis took 
over the team in the middle of July 
things began to look brighter and the 
team finished the season in a burst of 
speed and glory. They easily won the 
championship of Shanghai by the mere 
fact that they won all games played, 
and also copped the decision in five ex- 
hibition games against some very strong 
opponents, making 15 straight victories. 
Lieutenant Baylis deserves considerable 
credit for taking a team in the throes of 
a very disheartening slump and bringing 
them out to such an extent that they 
did not lose another game. I believe that 
the next wreath of glory should fittingly 
grace the noble brow of “Chink” Holm- 
dale. A reformed third baseman who 
had all the batters who faced him in 
constant dread of his fast one and who 
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was the coolest man on the team when 
under fire. “Caddy” June and “Sky” 
Conyers are next in line for award of a 
wreath. June played many positions 
with equal skill while Conyers was “old 
reliability” himself around the keystone 
sack. All the other players named in 
the averages below contributed their 
share of the work that ended our 1929 
season without a defeat. 


Season Results 


Marines ...... 19 Amateurs .....:. 1 
Marines ...... 6 Japanese ........ 3 
Marines ...... 1 U. S. Navy...... 0 
Marines ...... 1 
Marines ...... 8* USS “Chaumont”. 6 
Marines ...... 10 Foreign “Y” .... 8 
Marines ...... 8* Kosho Japs ...... 5 
Marines ...... 5* Kosho Japs ..... 3 
Marines ...... 2 
Marines ...... 5* Saga Japs ...... 4 
Marines ...... 6 Foreign “Y” 0 
Marines ...... 6 Amateurs ....... 2 
Marines ...... 8 Japanese ........ 4 
Marines ...... 8 Japanese ........ 4 

115 42 


*Non-league games. 

Since the arrival of the Fourth Regi- 
ment in Shanghai, in February, 1927, the 
boxers of the regiment have given a fine 
account of themselves and have hung up 
a very meritorious record considering 
the keen competition that they have met 
here. Out of 179 fights, largely against 
professional “Pugs,” they have won 113, 
lost 42 and drew in 24. Since Ist Set. 
“Bill” Williams left us for “homeside,” 
Gunnery Sgt. “Jimmy” Hill has taken 
over the destinies of the squad and is 
working overtime to get them in shape 
for the coming winter programs spon- 
sored by the International Sporting Club. 

Of the outstanding bouts of recent 
months may be mentioned the decisive 
victory of “Tony” Iciak over the Asiatic 
Fleet heavyweight champion, “Sailor” 
Demeter, and “Andy” Anderson’s win 
over Filipino Gonzalo. Perstein punched 
his way to a victory over O’Connor of the 
Royal Medical Corps in 10 rousing 
rounds. “Steve” Newman gave Gonzalo 
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another shellacking that he won’t for- 
get for some time while Hudson laid 
many a glove on “Young Battling Nel- 
son,” another Filipino, to grab the de- 
cision at the end of 8 rounds. 

On September 7th, at the Shanghai 
swimming meet, Private Ferdinand A. 
Kops easily “kopped” the cup emble- 
matic of the diving championship of 
Shanghai and another trophy was added 
to the regimental collection. 

The Fourth Regiment, as it arrived in 
Shanghai, is nearly a thing of the past, 
there being but a few of the officers and 
men of the original outfit left with the 
regiment. 

One of the mainstays of the old Fourth 
just left us a short time ago and the 
regiment turned out with a smartness 
that left nothing to be desired. When 
they passed in review before Lieut. Col. 
F. D. Kilgore, there was that bearing 
and snap that showed to all present how 
well he stood with them. Col. Kilgore 
was untiring in his efforts to advance 
the regiment in every way and some plan 
for our betterment was always present 
in his mind. We can only hope that the 
Colonel will enjoy his next tour as well 
as we did his last. Our best wishes go 
with him. 

From all appearances it looks as 
though we would be fixtures in China 
for the winter and spring at least so 
every effort is being made to dig in com- 
fortably for the winter. New recrea- 
tion rooms are being built, victrolas 
have been bought, reading rooms are 
being supplied with at least fifteen kinds 
of magazines as well as the newest 
books on the market. 

Inter-company and _inter-battalion 
basket ball contests are under way, and 
later on the regimental team will be 
formed and we hope to again have the 
championship team of Shanghai. 

We have just recently welcomed our 
new Commander-in-Chief, Admiral 
Charles B. McVay, Jr., who complimented 
the regiment on the appearance of the 
Guard of Honor with the following 
letter: 

“T want to compliment you upon the 
splendid appearance of the Marines com- 
posing the guard of honor upon my visit 


~ 


Admiral C. B. McVay, Commander in Chief of the Asiatic Fleet, inspecting the guard 
of honor at Hdgqtrs. 4th Regiment, Shanghai, China. In foreground, left to right: 
Admiral C. B. McVay, Colonel C. H. Lyman. 
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A busy day in Ocotal, Nicaragua. 


to your headquarters yesterday. Their 
smartness and soldierly bearing upon 
this occasion was visible evidence of ex 
cellent training and discipline.” 

The nucleus of our champion Rugby 
team of last year are being put through 
their paces along with the new material 
under the guidance of Lt. Baylis and 
Set. Maj. Horn and we hope to repeat 
our good record of 1928. 

Our swimmers have entered several 
meets this year and in all of them have 
compiled a very creditable showing. Our 
latest victory being over the British 
Area Headquarters team by a score of 
149-21. The team deserves the highest 
praise for their summer’s work and the 
credit they brought to the regiment. 
Corporal Markham, Privates Kops, Gra- 
ham, Reynolds, Knifton, Jester, Dillion, 
Ludwig and Burns were the men who 
composed our team. 

Our track squad has been working out 
with great zeal in preparation for the 
coming International Track and Field 
Meet to be held on the 19th and 20th of 
October. As a sort of warm-up for this 
meet they stepped out in 13 events at 
the Shanghai Championship Open Track 
and Field Meet and copped themselves a 
few silver cups and medals by winning 
8 firsts, 8 seconds, 3 thirds and 2 fourths. 
Most of these now grace the rooms of 
the princesses, in fact, I*thought the 
Russians had won the most plates at the 
meet by the amount of silver plate they 
carried away from the fi@ld.. - Pfc. 
“Jimmy” Haseltine was not satisfied 
with the looks of the.cup for the 1500 
meter run, so he proceeded to give the 
rest of the far eastern runners something 
to shoot at when he lopped two and 
three-fifth seconds off tHe record for 
that distance. The following results 
show the names of Marines only and the 
places they took in their respective 
events: 

Results (Marines) 

10,000 meters—Haseltine, Ist. 
35 min. 41.2 sec. 

1,500 meters 


Time, 


Haseltine, Ist; Menard, 


4th. Time, 4 min. 19.8 sec. (New 
record.) 
800 meters—Haseltine, Ist; Menard, 


2nd. Time, 2 min. 8.8 sec. 
200 meters—Burk, Ist. Time, 22.8 sec. 
400 meters—Burk, Ist; Smith, H. A.., 
2nd; Powell, 3rd. Time, 53.4 sec. 


Transporting Marine supplies via ox-cart. 


200 meters low hurdles—Cogsdell, 1st; 
Swank, 3rd. Time, 26.4 sec. 

100 meter dash—Cogsdell, Ist; 
less, 2nd. Time, 10.9 sec. 

Discus throw—Lane, list; Burk, 2nd. 
Distance, 30.31 meters. 

Broad jump—Goen, 2nd; Slusser, 4th. 

Javelin throw—Burk, 2nd. 

Pole vault—Swank, 3rd (tie). 

Shot put—Hay, 2nd. 


Law- 


AIRCRAFT SQUADRONS, 2ND BRIG.., 
MANAGUA, NICARAGUA 
By William B. Edmondson 

Now that the old Guard, M. T. Set. 
Archie Paschal, Gy. Sgt. M. T. Shepard 
and Gy. Sgt. Robert Ewalt, have all de- 
parted northward, we have had to break 
in new pilots for the Fokkers. 

Staff Sgt. Waldon G. Golien is now 
the proud skipper of Archie Paschal’s 
beloved No. 5 and has progressed so far 
in the mastery of her idiosyncrasies that 
he has undertaken the job of showing 
them to M. T. Sgt. Walter Pounders, 
the jolly boy from Dago. 

The pilot’s seat in No. 1 Fokker is 
warmed almost daily by Staff Sgt. Rob- 
ert E. Lillie, the “intelligentsium” of the 
command, while Corporal Charles R. Mc- 
Daniels holds down the mechanic’s seat 
and heaves beans out the trap-door to 
the starving Gyrenes in the hills. 

Staff Sgt. John S. Carter, the boy who 
holds the record for landing in the small- 
est field yet discovered in Nicaragua 
when his Corsair was forced down some 
weeks ago near Rourke’s Ranch and tak- 
ing off from same, after several hours of 
arduous labor in clearing a runway, is 
the pilot of Fokker No. 2, ably assisted 
from the mechanic’s throne by Sgt. Ray- 
mond F. Kaltenback, the boy with the 
hairs on his chest. 

Fokker No. 3 manages to stagger to 
the outlying stations and back under the 
guidance of Staff Sgt. “Chop Chop” 
Claude, who is never too busy to praise 
his crew chief, Sgt. Bob Wenc, the only 
Dutchman in captivity that has ever 
succeeded in abandoning beer. 

Since most of the Fokker crews are 
short-timers, new crews are being broken 
in. The only new crew chief to date, 
however, is Cpl. Ervin C. Briesemeister, 
the ex-butcher of Quantico and the boy 
who won everlasting fame for himself 
by the excellent manner in which he ran 
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the mess at Puerto Cabezas while the 
aviation detachment was stationed there. 
He now rides to the right of “Lindy” 
Golien in No. 5 Fokker. 

Our swimming pool is nearing comple 
tion and Gy. Sgt. “Bull” Hendershot, the 
well-known iron-bender, assures us that 
it will be open for business by the first 
of the year. 

The construction of this pool has been 
quite a job. First, a ditch some eight 
feet deep by three wide was dug from the 
site of the proposed swimming pool to 
where the water would drain into Lake 
Managua, a distance of about three hun 
dred yards. The heads were then 
knocked from several hundred empty gas 
drums and laid in the ditch for the drain 
pipe. As soon as the dirt had been 
shoveled back into the ditch, work began 
on the pool itself. After our trusty 
Fordson had excavated most of the dirt, 
the “gooks” squared the corners and 
began building up the walls. The walls 
are built of sandstone with a top layer 
of concrete blocks and the _ inside 
smoothed with a layer of cement. An 
enormous valve will let the water into 
the drain and some speculation has been 
advanced as to what it would be like to 
take a “joy ride” down the drain when 
the pool is completed. We are afraid 
that the steel splinters on the insides of 
the gas drums would make any such ex- 
cursion decidedly unpleasant. 

A basketball court is also under con- 
struction and in a few days we will have 
added another sport to the many we now 
enjoy. The more the merrier, but we 
have just about anything one wants to 
play out now, outside of golf, and the 
golf hounds have been casting covetous 
eyes at the airdrome of late. We 
shouldn’t be surprised to see a foursome 
teeing off on the field some warm after- 
noon in the near future. 

Captain Davis and Lieutenant Mce- 
Quade, our new pilots, are making regu 
lar patrols to the hills and have already 
acquired an “old timer’s” air. Captain 
Davis had a little hard luck the other day 
when he ran into one of the drain ditches 
on the field at Jinotega and wrecked his 
plane. Current opinion has it that the 
plane can be repaired with a new set of 
wings and a few other minor parts, but 
the field is too soft for Fokkers just now 
and the plane will have to remain there 
until we can haul the needed spares in 
with Falcons. Lieutenant Sanderson 
made a trip to Jinotega today with a 
spare wing strapped to the fuselage of 
a Faleon and will carry all the needed 
spares in in this manner. 

Operations picked up last week when 
the Guardia detachment &t Telepaneca 
bodily “went over the hill,” with the ex- 
ception of their two Marine officers, 
whom they managed to capture and con- 
fine until they were at a safe distance. 
Our observation planes have been patrol- 
ing the area every day and the Fokkers 
have been busy transporting troops into 
the Northern Area. Almost makes one 
think of “the good old days” to have so 
much doing. 

Lieutenant Sanderson, we hear, will be 
going home on leave in a few days. The 
boys can then bring their “Beech-Nut 
chewing to light again without fear of 
having it disappear into his right cheek. 
We all join in wishing you a pleasant 
bon voyage Sandy—the “Beech-Nut’ 
should be fresher in the States anyway. 

Sergeant Darner, the acting top kick 
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of Headquarters Detachment, has been 
placed on the list for first sergeant and 
it is the sincere hope of everyone here 
that he makes the grade. He has cer- 
tainly shown an immense capacity for 
work, and he knows his business back- 
wards and forwards. Another hitch or 
so, Larry, at your present rate of climb 
and you will be a sergeant major. Ease 
back on the old stick a little harder and 
rest assured that we are all cheering, 
although we can’t help being a little 
jealous. 

Cpl. “Benny” Rauch, our operations 
clerk, has just received word that his 
request for discharge, on account of the 
dependency of his parents, has returned 
disapproved and goes about with a long 
face that would make the Lord himself 
reconsider. Better luck next time, 
Benny, as we are convinced that you 
have a valid reason for wanting to get 
out. 

Two OC-1 airplanes were fitted out 
with belly tanks last week and flown to 
San Jose, Costa Rica, by Lieutenants 
Sanderson and Pugh. Cpl. “Dave” 
Shenk, better known as “Chi,” the me- 
chanic, reports strange rumors from that 
alien land, but thinks that the “beauties 
of Managua have the girls there out- 
classed. The planes, with Major Cruz, 
U. S. A., the military attache to the 
Central American repftblics, as pas- 
senger, returned the following day. 

Two OL-8 airplanes, Lieutenant Hart 
and Staff Sgt. Lillie, pilots, with Cpls. 
King and Chambers, mechanics, flew to 
the East Coast last week, carrying mail 
to our rain-bound brethren there. They 
returned a couple of days later with the 
usual batch of fish stories, but none of 
us would listen to them. Is there an 
unlimited number and variety of fish on 
that fabled coast, or does the air there 
make an unlimited number and variety 
of prevaricators from the simple souis 
that go there, is the question at hand. 
If the former, then finny creatures must 
be as extinct as the Dodo by this time 
on that “storied” shore. 

Lieutenant Britt, our operations offi- 
cer, evidently doesn’t put much stock in 
the slogan “Reach for a Lucky instead 
of a sweet,” for a new can of chocolates 
appears on his desk almost daily. We 
should worry, though, or maybe we 
should, at that, if he ever catches us 
sampling them. 

Staff Sgt. Golien nosed Fokker No. 5 
over yesterday when taking off at Esteli. 
It appears that the field was so soft 
that the wheels sank in the mud, but it 
is the private opinion of many that he 
failed to compensate for the weight of 
M. T. Sgt. Walter Pounders, his co-pilot. 
He is pretty heavy, at that. 

Rumor has it that our old friend 
Augustus C. Sandino has flooded the 
country with circulars stating that he 
will soon be with his beloved people to 
again attempt to free them from the 
yoke of “Yankee Capitalists,” but some- 
how we cannot generate much belief in 
it. If he had stated that he would re- 
turn to free them from the yoke of their 
pigs, cows and very lives, we might put 
some stock in it. As it is, so many 
Tumors of like nature have been passed 
around since we have been a denizen of 
this fair (?) land that we grow dubious. 
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COLONEL MEADE RECEIVES WORD 
FROM MARINES AT SOUTH POLE 


Lieutenant Colonel James J. Meade, 
commanding Marine’ Barracks, St. 
Thomas, Virgin Islands recently received 
the following radiogram from Captain 
Alton N. Parker, M. C. R., who as our 
readers will recall is “first pilot” on the 
_—_ Antarctic Expedition to the South 

ole: 

“The new day is dawning and with 

it hopes for a successful culmination 

of our adventure. A few months 

more and the story will all be told. 

Best wishes.” 

There are two other Marines with 
Commander Byrd on this expedition, 
namely, Gunnery Sergeant Kenneth F. 
Bubier and Gunnery Sergeant Vic 
Czegka. 


GUANTANAMO BAY, CUBA 
By Bacardi 

Dear Folks at Home: We are again 
in your midst, for many, many things are 
happening. Klehm, rotund genial top 
kick, has settled down to work and 
things are picking up—page the Quar- 
termaster. The new quarters are going 
up fast and Klehm expects to skim in 
very shortly and vacate the “house of 
horrors;” however, from recent reports 
he will have to join the Boatery Ser- 
geant and Haack in eating off the “deck” 
unless someone relents, and sends furni- 
ture. 

Bum dogs seem to be a sort of fever 
around here. Kid McCants has had his 
toes turned up for several weeks, al- 
though he is still doing police work. 
Woodland’s Sanitarium seems to be 
obsessed with the idea that ingrown toe 
nails are like an appendix. However, 
they all come back none the worse for 
wear and tear. “Mah JONGG” recently 
was admitted for the rest cure Oi! Oi! 

Recently noticed several new trees in 
the vicinity of Cocoanut Grove. Guess 
Mac will allow his grandchildren to en- 
list to see them when they grow up. 
Haack, no doubt, will see his for he re- 
cently expressed the hope that he will 
be here to straighten out the QM., which 
means that Alabazzar will be 380 years 
old or equal to the number of jobs held 
by a certain party before he sees the 
Good old U. S. A. 

The third tennis court has recently 
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been completed and is now available for 
play. 

Lieutenant John M. Greer, recent ar 
rival, has taken over the Morale Officer's 
job, and everybody is expecting many 
new happenings in the near future. The 
Morale Officer in a post is the backbone 
of contentment, and a poor one goes a 
long way to creating discontent and dis- 
satisfaction. Holidays now in sight 
will see many activities: and a smoker 
will no doubt be one of them. A dance 
will be held by the non-commissioned 
officers in the near future as a forerun- 
ner to the New Year’s Dance, which 
has been held by the Marines for the 
past four years. As everybody looks 
forward to our dances, we can do no less 
than make this one the success of last 
year’s. 

“Dead Eye Dick” Walker has been pro- 
moted to Corporal and relieved of his 
position as Post Librarian (actively). 
However, he still supervises the work 
that is done by his successor Bell. The 
library has recently received seventy 
new books, all popular fiction of 1929. 
The condition and cleanliness of the 
library at all times is a source of pride 
to the men of this command and these 
two men are to be congratulated. 

“BB” is still straightening out the 
storeroom shelves, but the time consumed 
will increase from year to year. 

Saber Cafeteria is still doing good 
work and very few complaints. Too bad 
he didn’t discover the Bay a few years 
earlier. 

Chief Pay Clerk Maloney has at last 
achieved his ambition. While Izaak Wal- 
toning he recently pulled in a 20-lb. red 
snapper, and was it good? . My, my; the 
meat was like porterhouse steak. As 
Mr. Maloney leaves on October “Kittery” 
there will be a pick-up in the fishing, for 
he was to be seen every afternoon and 
evening on the dock, and the fish decided 
he was too persistent and refused to 
come around, but with him gone they 
may chance a nibble or two. We will 
all be sorry to see him and his family 
leave for he is a fine officer and friend 
and not backward in advice, friendship 
or checks for SMR’s. We wish him the 
best of luck at his new station. 

Steve almost forfeited his first tennis 
game to his opponent by a serious mis- 
take. He bought some chewing gum at 


Headquarters 16th Co., on election day, Nov. 4, 1928, at Corinto Finca, Nic. 
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Lieut. George D. Hamilton escorts the Maharajah of Kapurthala and his party in 
their Navy Day visit to the Old Naval Station, Honolulu, T. H. 


Chappell’s Emporium prior to playing 
and when in the heat of the second set 
he took another one and threw the box 
away. Why? 

The boy from Jogia is in the spud- 
locker—and Denver has been awarded a 
musket instead of a kitchen range and 
Johnson is now first cook. The Bible 
says “Sin, and thou shall be cast out”— 
not the first time maybe—maybe not the 
second time, but assuredly the third time. 


The “Kittery” brought many new 
faces. Captain George H. Morse, Jr., 
Mrs. Morse and three young Morses, 


Lieut. and Mrs. Bare and youngster, and 
Chief Pay Clerk Lawrence A. Frankland 
and Mrs. Frankland. Welcome to our 
city. We all hope your two full years 
will be happy ones. Some large family 
we have in Fish Point. Present Santa 
Claus complement— 

Ten wives, 

Seventeen children 
Won't Chappell’s Emporium get the devil 
around Christmas time. 

The U. S. S. “Oklahoma” and “Ne 
vada” are in and one smiling face is 
noticed in John Armstrong, Ist kicker, 
“Oklahoma.” Many of the old timers 
will remember John. Also Gunny Smith 
of San Diego is hibernating on the OKY. 
We were glad to see both of them. There 
will be several athletic events between 
the Marines and the ships which will 
include volley ball and tennis and base- 
ball. Results will be given in a later 
issue. 


ROYAL VISITOR ENTERTAINED AT 
PEARL HARBOR ON NAVY DAY 
His Highness the Maharajah of Kap- 

urthala of India visited the Navy Day 

festivities at the Old Naval Station, 

Honolulu, T. H., and added much color to 

the day’s celebration. The Prince showed 

a keen interest in the submarines and 

the airplanes of the bombing type and 

those of the combat type. The Prince 
stated that he had recently been in Lon- 
don and had been a guest at a similar 
demonstration of the British Navy; he 
was deeply interested in comparing the 
British equipment with that of the 


American Navy. 
In his party were his secretary, who 


wears the turban in the picture; a cou- 
ple of aides-de-camp, Senator Shingle of 
Honolulu and Mrs. Helen Isenberg zur 
Helle, of Honolulu and Paris. Senator 
Shingle is speaker of the Honolulu House 
and is most prominent in Honolulu’s po 
litical, social, and business circles. 

The Maharajah was well pleased as 
well as deeply impressed with the rescu 
ing of a disabled submarine demonstra 
tion. On invitation to make a dive in 
one of the subs, His Highness declined. 

The Prince was a very genial sort, 
simple in his manner and evidenced no 
lack of consideration for all on any oc 
casion. He is reputed to be the most 
fabulously wealthy prince in the East. 

Lieutenant George D. Hamilton, U. S. 
Marine Corps, escorted the Prince and 
his party during their visit. 


FROM THE MARINE DETACHMENT 
ABOARD THE U. S. S. “NEVADA” 
& 
Well, pals, shipmates, and cut-throats, 
you are now listening in on the good ship 
“Nevada,” which has just completed its 
trial runs, and various tests which were 
required of it before joining the fleet. 
She has just left the Norfolk Navy 
Yard after a two-year stay for moderni- 
zation. She looks pretty nifty with her 

tripod masts and oval smokestack. 

We have a snappy guard, and a good 
“skipper”—Capt. O. E. Bartoe, who was 
at Pensacola, Fla., until he tookover the 
command. The dashing privates, etc., 
must be mentioned also; for instance, 
Pfe. Alread, the professional ear-flopper. 
Another noted character is “Battling” 
Riggs, a Peck (Idaho) savage. O’Brien, 
the thirty-year man, and Busbee, the 
Texas cowboy, are the main boys when it 
comes to shaking hands with the top 
kick. Next, but not least, is the com 
pany clown, who has been making ad- 
vancements from private to corporal in 
some mysterious manner which has all 
the boys guessing. 

There aren’t very many of the old 
timers off the “Arizona” left, about ten 
altogether. We feel pretty salty among 
all these sea-going land lubbers, who 
have been with us a month or so. 

The boat crews have started their daily 
workouts, and if size has anything to do 
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with it, there ought to be a winner of a 
team put out. Sergeant Becker is the 
man in charge, so we are standing by and 
waiting for him to do his stuff. 

General quarters is the main issue 
nowadays, trying to get gun crews into 
working trim for firing short range bat 
tle practice sometime in the near future. 
It is hoped that we make a good show 
ing and we are here to show that it can 
be done. 

The popular scuttlebutt right now is 
that the “Nevada” will go back to Nor 
folk yards through the holidays, then to 
Cuba until May, then a little social call 
at New York for a while, then back to 
the dear old west coast where we are all 
pining to go to see our Long Beach dam 
sels once again before we are cast out 
on the cruel “outside” to shift for our- 
selves as best we can. The “Nevada” 
Marines signing off, and here’s hoping all 
your kids are sailors. 


FLAGSHIP “TEXAS” MARINES 
By Corporal Lacy Richardson 

The “Texas” Marines are living up to 
their reputation for parades, inspections 
and going on liberty. The day before 
yesterday, November 9th, all hands (in- 
cluding the cook) who call themselves 
soldiers, except those lucky devils who 
were actually on the twelve to four 
watch, fell out to proceed to the Naval 
Academy to aet as guard of honor to 
President Herbert Hoover who was 
among those to witness the scoreless-tie 
game at Farragut Field between the 
Naval cadets and Georgetown Uni- 
versity. It was a good game, so they 
say. The reason we say “so they say” 
is because we’re not certain as to the 
real value of the contest, due to too 
much neck-squirming in order to get a 
better view of the occupants of the 
bleachers. The occupants were ladies— 
that is, from all appearances—ranging 
from fifteen to fifty, maybe more, maybe 
less. As for the inspections, we have 
them every Saturday. And the liberty— 
every time we can get our hands on the 
ole liberty card. 

Judging from the reports handed in 
recently by some of the fellows who 
spend quite a few of their leisure hours 
there, Baltimore may have Blue laws for 
the Sabbath, but the other six days of 
the week are solid white when it comes 
to showing sailors and Marines a swell 
time. Even the soldiers from Camp 
Meade get a big hand! It MUST be 
a wow. Pop Neason and Handley espe- 
cially commented on the congeniality of 
the cops, while the pride of Bogalusa, 
Roy N. Welsh, and his right arm, Ed 
Burgan, continue to press the trail to 
Old Home Road. On just what grounds 
Neason and Handley make their asser- 
tions, it is hard to say. But I, personally, 
have trod the trail traveled by Welsh 
and Burgan, and I know it to be a won- 
derful path! 

_ In answer to Kid Leonard’s interest- 
ing letter in last month’s edition of The 
Leatherneck, we avail ourselves of the 
opportunity to say again, for all time 
to come—we are as ever thankful that 
we extended our sea duty for another 
year. We consider it an honor to be at- 
tached to the Flagship, affiliated with 
the men attached thereto, just as we (I) 
consider it an honor to have been asso- 
ciated for two years with the fellows 
who were transferred to shore duty in 
New York last July. The days that we 
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spent together—on liberty, at sea, in the 
tropies—good days and bad days alike— 
field days, parade days, rest days—are all 
written in indelible ink on my memory. 
And my greatest hope now is that the 
feeling may be mutual. As for our old 
friend “Red,” he probably did toward us 
all what he thought was right. Duty 
with him, like every other good soldier, 
came first. And no man can be con- 
demned for doing his duty. Put your- 
self in his shoes for awhile—you be the 
sergeant and he the private—and I be- 
lieve that you will appreciate more fully 
the situation as it really existed. We 
were glad to hear from you. Write 
again sometime. 

After five years of sea duty, almost 
evenly divided between the “Seattle” and 
“Texas,” Sergeant Edward L. Triplett of 
Buffalo, Minnesota, left us the other day 
to be paid off on the first of December. 
Prior to his enlistment in the Marine 
Corps, Sergeant Triplett did a hitch in 
the U. S. Army, stationed at San Fran- 
cisco. He was a good soldier, respected 
and liked by all, and with him goes our 
best wishes for unlimited success in 
civilian life. (May the first be twins, 
“Pop,” a pair of boys.) 

On behalf of the detachment we wish 
to apologize for the briefness and crude- 
ness of this “supposed to be” story of 
the guard, but we’re not feeling the best, 
and besides, little has developed since our 
last article. 

Though somewhat ahead of time, we 
extend to the other detachments afloat, 
and the Marines ashore, a hearty wish 
for a Merry Christmas and Happy New 
Year! 


COMPANY E115, PARRIS ISLAND 
By E. B. Green 

As was predicted in the November 
article, the company has split up. We 
expected to learn that Corporal Bateman 
had gone to Nicaragua, but those of us 
who came to Quantico found him here. 

About thirty-five men of our original 
company are now in Haiti. A few were 
stationed on Parris Island. They put 
Private Granger in charge of a boiler 
at the receiving barracks. Graves put 
in for the C & B School. George Klein, 
Bill “Pop” Cramer, Fagin, and Round- 
tree are at the N.C.O. School. Merkofer 
is playing saxaphone with the band, but 
may be sent to advanced band school at 
Quantico. Canon is barbering at Parris 
Island. “Red” Williams is in the ma- 
chine shop. Passink is in the commis- 
sary. Shaw, Morrison, and “Doc” 
Dougherty are at the radio school at 
Quantico. “Hot and Bothered” Hawley 
and the writer are at Brown Field, Quan 
tico, in the Service Company. 

Unfortunately Hawley at this writing 
is still in the hospital. He hurt his hand 
before leaving Parris Island and it con- 
tinued to get worse on the trip to Quan- 
tico. An operation was performed on 
his finger in order to remove the inflama- 
tion. 

The radio detail has started classes 
and have had several examinations while 
the would-be aviators are now doing 
mess duty for one month. 

We should like to have the fellows still 
on Parris Island or in Haiti (also those 
at Sea School, if that detail has left) to 
let us know of their activities through 
the Broadcast section. 
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NEWS OF NAVY YARD POLICE 
PORTSMOUTH, N. H. 
By David J. Satanoski 

The “city” of Portsmouth is becoming 
famous by its parades and now we're 
attempting to make the Marine detach- 
ment at the Navy Yard famous by pub- 
licity. Last month we gave a small ink- 
ling of the post, but this month we de- 
cided to go over in a big way, and if this 
doesn’t reach the editors waste basket 
by next month, The Leatherneck will 
have another episode to add to its ever 
increasing volume. 

In view of the fact that this is foot- 
ball season we believe the Marine team 
here is worthy of mention at this time. 
In as much as the team hasn’t won a 
game this season, far be it from us to 
pass any remarks against them as 
they’ve worked hard. Now the question 
arises as to why they haven’t won any 
games. Well, “says we,” in the first 
place they’ve been playing out of their 
class; teams averaging close to two hun- 
dred pounds and over while they average 
around one hundred and seventy-five; 
then they don’t have the time for train- 
ing like a good team should; and last 
but not least, due to the shortage of men 
here at the barracks and at the prison, 
there isn’t enough football material to 
pick from. Win or lose, the Portsmouth 
Marines never give up. We might sug- 
gest at this time that if any of you fel- 
lows that like to play football and base- 
ball want to get stationed at a post 
where these sports are a big favorite, we 
would advise you to come to Portsmouth. 
Our team plays all over New England, 
playing such teams as the Army from 
Portland, the Submarine Base team at 
New London, and numerous other first- 
class teams. 

The Portsmouth barracks is now 
known as the home of “short timers,” as 
it seems that all details coming here 
don’t stay long enough to get acquainted 
with New England’s summers and win- 
ters. This, inasmuch as we hate to men- 
tion it, is the reason this post doesn’t 
appeal to the men, but with time comes 
changes and perhaps sometime in the 
near future we will have our normal 
strength of enlisted men once more. 

There are many attractions up here, 
especially in the summer. With any 
amount of beaches nearby the summer 
can be spent in any form of pleasure one 
wants to indulge in and with the winter 
comes ice skating, roller skating, dane 
ing and many other forms of sport here 
in the yard. We could write of many 
more attractions here; in fact, we be- 
lieve we could induce California’s and 
Florida’s semi-tropical inhabitants to 
come to New England providing they 
could stand the winters. Laying all 
jokes aside, to you fellows that have 
spent most of your time in the tropics, 
let us suggest that you try this part of 
the country next cruise; the Palm Beach 
of the East in the summer and the 
Switzerland of the new world in the 
winter. 

Before we call it a day and while the 
compliments are in order, let us mention 
a few worthy mortals whose time in the 
Corps is getting shorter than the 
women’s dresses. In the QM. Depart- 
ment we have Corporal Eicher (painter), 
of the famous five-man patrol during 
the late banana war in Nicaragua. Says 
he: “Ain’t shipping over, been engaged 
for two years and I can’t keep her wait- 
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ing much longer.” Next is Private 
Weaver, former cook, company clerk and 
acting property sergeant in Juigalpa, 
Nicaragua, who is still dreaming of those 
corporal stripes he almost got down 
there. QM. Sergeant suggests that he 
ships over as opportunities are growing 
over night in the old Corps. Corporal 
Davis, garage supervisor, is general 
handyman around the post, taking care 
of such jobs as plumbing. and electrical 
work. Corporal Erickson, the “beau 
brummel” of the post, is also leaving 
here soon and intends to drive south for 
the winter in his new Ford sedan. Other 
short timers include Corporal Porter, 
Pfe. Hart and Williams, Private Plantz 
and Maki. 


“DONG-E-DONG” AT PHILADELPHIA 
By L. A. Goodwin 

“Now, take this school in Administra- 
tion, Quartermaster’s Department, for 
instance: From glancing casually at 
each individual before his entrance one 
would never believe it possible to cram 
so much canned knowledge into one 
man’s cranium as they manage to do be- 
fore he leaves here. Especially if you 
were aware of the fact that 90 per cent 
of them came either from China or Nica- 
ragua. It takes quite a spell for the 
vacant stare, worn by a man with the 
‘Asiatics,’ to be replaced by the one 
habitually worn by an absent-minded 
professor. First, there is the painful 
process of settling down to real work. 
That, alone, consumes the better part of 
several weeks, depending largely upon 
how deeply each individual has become 
mired in the habits and customs of the 
heathens so recently left behind. Am 
sorry to say, some of them have shall 
chance of extracting themselves from the 
visionary clutches of the Dragon or the 
enticements conjured up by memories 
of long cool drinks, and have become 
hopelessly enmeshed in the lure of the 
Orient. Take Donelson for an example, 
‘why, I’d ship over in a minute if they’d 
send me back to dear old Shanghai!’ 
And Charlie Arndt—when he sits back 
with that retrospective glaze over his 
eyes and mumbles, ‘my, my, that was a 
great day; we got fifteen goo-goos and 
would have got more if we hadn’t run out 
of shoe leather.’ Johnny Polson some- 
times hearkens back to the days when 
he recklessly drove over the island of 
Guam in his ‘cah’ and became the focus 
of admiring glances from the beauties 
of that cabbage of the Pacific. Ben 
Winans says should they return him to 
Managua he believes he could take up 
his drinking where he left off and never 
miss a hoist. Henry Kiefer still glories 
in his conquests of the cunning Chinks 
where it came to wringing ‘cumashaw’ 
out of a deal. Harry Redfern wants to 
know why in the world he ever came 
back to this country. The boy is pining 
for the winding trails of the foothills 
of Nicaragua that harbors so many en- 
thusiastic little cut-throats. We will as- 
sume that of the twenty men in the class, 
eight are from China and eight from 
Nicaragua, with four unfortunates who 
have been to neither place striking a 
balance in ensuing arguments arising 
from some ill-judged remark passed by 
one faction or the other. Then there is 
always an open discussion going on as to 
the respective merits of the wet goods 
procurable in their own particular neck 

(Continued on page 28) 


‘ . 
a 
he at 
nd 
ue 
Ito 
re. 
W 
an 
1s 
or 
to 
all 
to 
all 
m 
yut 
ur- 
la” 
all ay 
ES 
us 
ybe 
lave 
the 
1 in 
who 
yurs 
for 
of 
a 


wD) 
Published each month by The United States Marine Corps Institute, 
Washington. D. C., for the advancement of education. Copy closes on the 


10th of month preceding date of issue 


Editor and Publisher, First Lieutenant W. E. Maxwell; Associate Editors, 
Gunnery Sergeant James M. Frost and Sergeant Frank H. Rentfrow; West 
Coast Representative, Gy. Set. Neal G. Moore, Marine Barracks, San Diego, 
Calif.; Advertising Manager. Corporal Walter E. Whitcomb; Circulation Man- 
acer, Corporal Harry E. Hesse; Staff Artist, Private Gordon E. deLucy; 
Typist, Private Paul D. Horn. 


Our Commandant’s Greeting 
S the Christmas season approaches I take this opportunity 
of sending to every Marine my greetings and best wishes 
for a happy holiday. I sincerely hope and trust that the New 
Year will bring success and progress to all of you. 


MAJOR GENERAL COMMANDANT. 


What the Leatherneck Offers You 


A MAGAZINE published, “by Marines and for Marines,” 

The Leatherneck enjoys the distinction of being one of the 
very few service magazines issued exclusively by service per- 
sonnel. From a very humble beginning it has become one of 
the leading publications of its kind in the world. 

The Leatherneck offers such a variety of reading material 
that even the most versatile and critical reader can find many 
delightful moments of mental relaxation in the perusal of our 
columns. 

For the “Athletic minded,” our subscribers enjoy concise 
and colorful write-ups of sports from Peiping, China, to 
Managua, Nicaragua—not forgetting Haiti, Hawaii, the Philip- 
pines and many smaller foreign stations, while the United 
States furnish a wealth of material. For readers of fiction, 
we present for your approval, interesting short stories writ- 
ten by some of the foremost authors in America, as well as 
stories by Marine Corps Personnel. 

News of the Marine Corps Reserve and Marine Corps League 
are to be found every month in the magazine. 

All changes in personnel, such as officers orders, enlist- 
ments, retirements and deaths of Marines are printed in every 
copy. Any information of interest to the individual Marine 
may be found. 

One of the most important features of The Leatherneck is 
that it offers you a convenient way of keeping in touch with 
your friends in the service, wherever they may be. 

The “broadcast” furnishes you with news items, giving a 
first-hand account of life at every post in the Marine Corps. 
Many of these write-ups are accompanied by pictures of 
Marines and Marine Corps scenes at various posts. 

If you are on foreign duty, The Leatherneck is the best 
means of keeping you in touch with things. At small isolated 
posts, in Nicaragua, Haiti, and other places, where there are 
only a handful of Marines, The Leatherneck is a Godsend. 

We have our agents at every Marine Corps post and station 
and on every vessel of the U. S. Navy, where Marines are to 
be found. 

The Leatherneck is your magazine. It does not represent 
any particular group of Marines. It is the representative of 
the entire Marine Corps. It is the result of the concentrated 
efforts of many Marines serving in all parts of the world. We 
welcome contributions. If you have any news that you think 
would be of interest to others, send it in, and we will find a 
use for it. If you are not a subscriber, we will welcome your 
subscription. 
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Birthday of the Marine Corps 


OVEMBER 10th, 1929, marked another anniversary of th« 

birthday of the Marine Corps. We are now 154 years of 
age. Throughout this long period our organization has 
rendered public service in the nature of protection of American 
life and property, both at home and abroad. The entire his 
tory of the Marine Corps, is one, whose pages are filled with 
action; hardships and unselfish devotion to duty, which have 
brought honor; glory and undying praise, wherever we have 
served. 

The individual Marine may well be proud of his uniform, and 
his organization, which has not only won the admiration, 
recognition and undying praise from his own country, but 
from every country in the world. 

Now, that we have passed another milestone, it is well that 
we should review our record of past achievements, and make 
a new resolution to let our future record be as replete with 
heroic deeds, and unselfish devotion to duty as in the past. 

We are now a far flung organization, serving in all parts of 
the world. For the first time since the Great War, we find 
more Marines on duty at foreign stations than are serving 
at home. In China, Marines are protecting American citizens 
and property. In Nicaragua, Marines are performing very 
responsible duty in the administration of that country. Offi- 
cers and men are serving as instructors in the Nicaraguan 
National Army. How well they have performed their arduous 
duties is proved by the recent award of the Nicaraguan Cam- 
paign badge to those who have taken part in the present 
trouble in that country. 

In Haiti, Marines are performing the same useful service 
that they have always rendered to that country. Officers and 
men serving with the Garde d’Haiti have brought that organi- 
zation up to a splendid degree of efficiency 

In the Fleet, many Marines are serving on battleships, 
cruisers, gunboats and auxiliary types of vessels. Marine 
divisions stand high in gunnery and target practice. 

At home Marines are performing arduous duties, due to 
reduced complements at many posts, and they are performing 
them in a very creditable manner. 

The taxpayers of America, when they review the varied 
and useful service being rendered to them by the United 
States Marine Corps, may rest assured that it is a safe and 
reliable investment of their money. 


Change of Address 


VERY effort is being made by the staff of The Leatherneck 

to keep an accurate record of the correct addresses of sub- 
scribers and contributors, but we must appeal to you for 
cooperation and help in this respect. Change sheets are 
received only from Quantico, San Diego and Parris Island and 
we must necessarily rely upon each individual subscriber at 
other posts and in civil life to keep us informed of any 
change of address. 

This is very important, because second class mail cannot 
legally be forwarded, and if uncalled for, it is destroyed at 
the post office, to which addressed. About the only copies of 
The Leatherneck, which are forwarded, are those which go 
through Marine Corps Post Offices. 

Almost every mail brings us letters from some of our sub- 
scribers, who have failed to receive several of their copies. In 
each case we try to mail additional copies to them, but this 
requires much extra time and expense. If, upon receiving 
notice that you are about to be transferred, you will send us 
your new address, your magazine will be forwarded promptly. 
This applies equally as well to our contributors, who some- 
times wonder why we haven’t acknowledged receipt of their 
article, and why we haven’t published it. 


Another Argument for the Pay Bill 


HE following letter was received from one of the “old 

timers,” who was retired years ago: “To Editor, Leather- 
neck:—One of your old and true friends is retired, and I am 
married and have a wife and child. I have to work as I find 
my pension would not make both ends meet. Give my regards 
to all Marines. I wish them all good luck and happiness. I 
wish Major General Lejeune lots of luck and all my best 
wishes; also my best wishes to Major General Butler, and one 
more that I can never forget—that is the First and Second 
divisions of the Marine Corps. Enclosed you will find money 
order for two dollars and fifty cents for Leatherneck magazine 
to be mailed to me for one year if I live that long.” (Signed) 
“One of your old true friends.” 


—. 
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Are YOU Interested In A 
BUSINESS CAREER? 


Do you realize that you can prepare yourself 
for a responsible commerical position during your spare time 
through one of the numerous commercial and 
business training courses offered by the 
Marine Corps Institute? 


What particular phase of business training in- The Marine Corps Institute has a business or 
terests you? Are you interested in Bookkeeping, commercial course that will interest YOU. 
Accounting or Office Management? Possibly If you intend to make the service a career, you 
you would like to become a private secretary or can benefit by taking an accounting course— 
an office manager, or you may be interested in which will be of material assistance to you in 
Traffic Management. the event of assignment to duty in the Pay 
The field of salesmanship offers unlimited op- or Quartermaster Departments, or Post 
portunities for an ambitious young man—have Exchanges. 


you inclinations along this line? 


Why not write for full information about the course in which you are interested? 


Are you the type of man who would take advantage of a bargain? Would you jump at the chance to secure $100.00 worth of 
honest value for $1.00? Would you be even more eager to secure the same value FREE? We know that you would. 


Then WHY don’t you take advantage of the correspondence courses offered by the Marine Corps Institute? The average cost 
of these courses to a civilian would be $100.00. To you, a MARINE, they are FREE. Without spending a single dollar YOU can 
secure $100.00 worth of HONEST VALVE. 


Check the subject in which you are interested on the coupon below and mail it to the Marine Corps Institute—NOW, BEFORE 
YOU TURN THE PAGE. 


UNITED STATES MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE 
Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 


Please tell me how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 


Academic and Busi Training Courses Technical and Industrial Courses 

OBusiness Management OSecond Lieut. Prep. ONaval Academy Prep. OCivil Engineer OConcrete Builder 
OIndustrial Management OFPrench OHigh School Subjects OSurveying & Mapping OStructural Engineer 
OPersonnel Organization OSalesmanship OElectrical Engineering OPlumbing & Heating OChemistry 
OTraffic Management OBusiness Correspondence OElectric Lighting ORadio OPharmacy 
O Acountancy OStenography & Typing O Mechanical Engineer OSteam Engineering O Automobile Work 

(including C.P.A.) OGood English O Mechanical Draftsman O Architect O Aviation Engines 
OCost Accounting OCivil Service O Machine Shop Practice OArchitect’s Blue Prints ONavigation 
OBookkeeping ORailway Mail Clerk OStandard High School OContractor & Builder OAgriculture & Poultry 
OPrivate Secretary oc School Subject OGas Engine Operating OArchitectural Draftsman 0 Mathematics 
OSpanish 
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(Continued from page 25) 
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of the woods. Look at the array of 
talent for such debates: From China 
there comes Sergeants Frey, Kiefer and 
Wright; Corporals Baker, Goodwin, Leid- 
loff and White, and Private Donelson. 
From Nicaragua we have Sergeants 
Arndt. Collins, Polson, Wilson, and Win 
ans; Corporal Kelso, and Privates Red- 
fern and Hopkins. That leaves Pfes. 
Covington, Crowley, Stevenson and Pri 
vates Lytle sitting on the fence; all in 
terested spectators and listeners. Looks 
as though that old question of “Who won 
the War?” would be revived. Many a 
time, in China, that same innocent little 
question formed the nucleus for the be 
ginning of off-side plays between the 
Marines and their English pals (7). 
QM. Sergeant Rainier, a most competent 
instructor, can only throw his hands 
helplessly in the air when four or five 
‘foreigners’ commence explaining just 
‘how it was done down in Nicaragua or 
‘over in China with the Third Brigade. 

“The course of instruction as pre 
scribed for this school will, if the proper 
interest is displayed, enable men, gradu 
ating from the class, to return to the 
different posts for duty with a thorough 
basic knowledge of all forms of quarter 
master work. Any man who has inten- 
tions of remaining in that department 
for any length of time should avail him 
self of the opportunity to attend the 
first school for which he may be able to 
obtain authority from the Major Gen 
eral Commandant. Not only does the 
course furnish instruction as regards 
quartermaster work, but it enlarges upon 
the view of the fundamental principles ot 
the Marine Corps as a unit, and improves 
the student’s general education. 


FROM THE 43RD COMPANY OF MA 
RINES DOWN IN NICARAGUA 
By “Butch” 

Here’s a few words from a post never 
heard from in The Leatherneck before. 
Folks, this is from CONDEGA, NIC., 
43rd Co., 5th Regt. We used to be with 
the 57th Co., 11th Regt., that had out 
posts at Daraili and Palacaguina. Both 
of these posts were pulled in. Then the 
55th Co. was put with us, also the 58th 
Co. from Yali. Now we compose the 
48rd Co., 5th Regt., instead of the 11th 
Regt. Condega is between Pueblo Nuevo 
and Esteli, in the Esteli Area of North 
ern Nicaragua. 

We have an aviation field here that 
ranks with the best of them in all Nica 
ragua. That’s what we have been told 
by people that know aviation and we are 
proud of the fact. This place is not so 
good as far as electricity and cold beer 
is concerned, but in other things, OH, 
boy! We stand ace high. One thing 
we have that many other posts lack is 
a ball field. It may not be the best but 
we think it so around these parts of 
the “BUNDOX.” 

Our barracks are in a church that has 
been occupied by Marines for a long 
time. The officers sleep in tents and 
they don’t seem to complain about their 
quarters, so they must be alright. 

We have every amusement here to 
keep us out of trouble, including ball 
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games, swimming, two monkeys to tease, 
a deer, some dogs, and if we want to 
see a show all we have to do is to grab 
a plane and “Fokker” to New York. 
We're well fed here and if any of you 
“Gyrenes” care to come to Nicaragua, 
request Condega. Of course, our mess 
sergeant is getting to be a short timer, 
but we hope he stays until they pull all 
of us from Nicaragua. Well, folks, there 
are a few men here waiting for orders 
to go home to the “ESTATOS UNIDOS” 
wherever that place happens to be. I 
can’t be worried, as I just arrived here 
the past January, so I'll save some news 


for the next “LEATHERNECK.” 


MARINE CORPS RESERVE 


(Continued from page 15) 


non-commissioned officers who drilled the 
company during his inspection. The at 
tendance was fairly good, and the men 
were exceedingly neat. 

Colonel Porter mentioned that the 
company has an excellent place to drill; 
that the company commander has a very 
good office, and that the facilities in 
general are very satisfactory. However, 
he noticed that lockers are badly needed. 


312TH COMPANY, PORTLAND, ME. 

The 312th Company held its first social 
get-together of the Fall and Winter sea- 
son on Thursday, October 10th, at the 
Elks Home. The members of the com- 
pany assembled at the armory about 
seven-thirty o'clock and marched to the 
Elks Home, where a fine dinner was 
served. During the dinner brief talks 
were made by the officers, and a silver 
cup was presented to the company by 
Second Lieutenant W. J. Dow, to be com 
peted for over six-month periods by 
members of the company in the grade of 
private or private first-class. 

Following the dinner a fine entertair 
ment was provided by professional talent 
and furnished a fitting climax to the 
party. Private Charles Reddy had charge 
of all arrangements. 

On November 9th, the 312th Company 
made its initial appearance in a com 
petitive drill, this was also the first 
time a Marine Corps unit had ever en 
tered competition in Portland. 

Two-squad sections from the Naval 
Reserve force, the National Guard and 
the 312th Company, staged a drill con- 
sisting of regulation and fancy move 
ments. Gunnery Sergeant Jack Reddy 
commanded the 312th Company’s team, 
which was under the supervision of 
Second Lieutenant Park K. Rockwell, 
USMCR. 

308TH CO.. WORCESTER, MASS. 

By First Sergeant S. B. Allan, 
U. 8S. M. C. R. 

On the night of November 11, 1929, a 
record was made by the 308th Company, 
which we believe will stand for some 
time to come. It all happened in this 
manner. 

The company had several invitations 
to participate in Armistice celebrations 
to be held in nearby towns and cities, 
but we declined them all because so 
many events, such as the annual meet- 


-ing of the Worcester Detachment of the 
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Marine Corps League, the Armistice 
Day ball, ete., were being held right 
around that time. However, the com 
mittee for the celebration in the town 
of Spener evidently misunderstood us 
when we declined their invitation to take 
part in a competitive drill against a 
drill platoon of the Emmett Guards, one 
of the crack companies of the Massa 
chusetts National Guard, for, three nights 
before the drill was to take place, the 
chairman of the committee came in with 
the cups which were to be given as 
prizes. He said transportation for us 
had been provided, and that the 308th’s 
appearance had been advertised; also 
that the Emmetts had been drilling for 
practically a month, as they had under 
stood we were to compete against them. 

Well, under the circumstances there 
was nothing for us to do but be good 
sports by going in and making the best 
show possible. Our officers held a hur- 
ried consultation and decided to pick 
three squads from the volunteers. The 
platoon selected drilled until midnight 
after the regular drill period. Friday 
night they drilled under the company 
commander, while Lieutenant Kapowich 
the first sergeant, and one gunnery ser 
geant journeyed to Boston to obtain in- 
formation from the 301st Company, as 
they had had considerable experience in 
competitive drills. Captain Grafton and 
Marine Gunner Andrews kindly con- 
sented to stage an exhibition drill and 
gave us much valuable information. Our 
platoon drilled again Sunday afternoon 
and night, but we were pessimistic about 
the results, as the outfit we were going 
against was an old and experienced or- 
ganization, while 90 per cent of the 
308th’s personnel had had no previous 
experience at all. 

Three Army officers were the judges of 
the drill, which was to be strictly ac- 
cording to training regulations. At a 
meeting of the judges and company offi- 
cers held just prior to the drill, the op- 
posing commanding officer requested that 
certain movements count more than 
others. He wanted the appearance of 
the men to count for nothing and wanted 
no inspection. However, our company 
commander held out for all those things 
and won his point, so we at least started 
with a break. 

Lieutenant Kapowich commanded the 
platoon during the drill, putting it 
through the facings, squad movements, 
platoon drill, formed the Marine “M” 
and gave an inspection. The last two 
features drew much applause from the 
audience, but of course we did not know 
how the judges felt, which was what we 
were mostly interested in, and they cer- 
tainly didn’t let a thing get by them. 
After the platoon drill was over, and 
individual competition drill was held 
with eight men from each company com- 
peting in the manual of arms, the win- 
ner being picked by the process of elimi- 
nation. Private Blair of the 308th, who 
was the only private competing, won 
this event. 

A few rounds of dancing followed 
while the judges were making their de- 
cision. When they announced that the 
cup was awarded to the 308th Company, 
we were so astonished that we havent 
recovered yet. Neither have our com- 
petitors. We may win other cups in the 
future, but doubt if we will ever win one 
under the handicap the first one was 
taken. 
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Officers of the U. S. Marine Corps photographed at Portsmouth, N. H., shortly after the Spanish-American War. Sitting, left to 

right: James E. Mahoney, Lewis C. Lucas, Herbert L. Draper, Robert W. Huntington, Charles L. McCawley, Francis H. Har- 

rington, William F. Spicer, Wendell C. Neville. Standing, left to right: George C. Reid, Charles G. Long, Edwen A. Jonas, John 

M. Edgar, Newt H. Hall, C. L. A. Ingat, William N. McKelvey, George F. Elliott, Louis J. Magill, Smedley D. Butler, Philip 
M. Bannon, Melville J. Shaw. 


Pack Up Your Trouble 


Colonel E. B. Manwaring, U. S. Marine Corps, commanding the Marine Guard Detachment at the Naval Operating Base, Hampton 

Roads. Va., reviews the Training Station Regiment at the invitation of Captain H. F. Lackey, U. S. N.. commanding the Training 

Station. Left to right: Capt. E. Mehlinger, Ist Lt. B. L. Vogt, Ist Lt. S. C. Kemon, Col. E. B. Manwaring, Capt. H. E. Lackey, 
Lt. A. L. Hutson, Lt. G. E. Stahr, Comdr, L. B. Anderson, 
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INSTRUCTORS AND STUDENTS, FIELD OFFICERS’ COURSE, MARINE CORPS SCHOOLS, QUANTICO, VIRGINIA 


First row (left to right): Captain Thomas E. Watson (instructor), Major Lyle H. Miller (instructor), Major Julian C. Smith 

(instructor), Commander Comfort B. Platt, U. S. N. (instructor), Major Charles F. B. Price (director), Major William C. Powers, 

Jr. (instructor), Major Charles D. Barrett (instructor), Major Pedro A. del Valle (instructor), Captain Lloyd L. Leech (instructor). 

Second row (left to right): Major Maurice E. Shearer, Lieutenant Ola D. Butler, U. S. N., Captain Samuel A. Woods, Jr., Captain 

Walter T. H. Galliford, Captain James F. Moriarty (instructor), Captain LeRoy P. Hunt, Captain Francis S. Kieren, Captain 
Francis E. Pierce, Captain Robert Blake. 


Third row (left to right): Lieutenant Commander Carl T. Hull, U. S. N., Captain Lemuel C. Shepherd, Jr., Captain Alfred H. 
Noble, Captain Harry W. Gamble, Lieutenant Bryan C. Harper,U. S. N., Captain Peter C. Geyer, Jr.. Major Edwin N. McClellan, 
Lieutenant Commander Howard S. Jeans, U. S. N., Captain Leo D. Hermle (instructor), 


Officer and Enlisted Personnel of the Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C., Colonel Rush R. Wallace commanding. Officers (seated, front and Mer), le 
Alfred A. Cunningham, Colonel Rush R. Wallace, Captain Dudley S. Brown (Post Adjutant), Captain James A. Mixson, 1st Lieutenant Stat W. Kiy 
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| 
INSTRUCTORS AND STUDENTS, COMPANY OFFICERS’ COURSE, MARINE CORPS SCHOOLS, QUANTICO, VIRGINIA r 
' First row (left to right), instructors: Captain Frank D. Strong, Captain Harold S. Fassett, Captain Arnold W. Jacobsen, Major oh 
Chester L. Gawne, Major John R. Henley (director), Lieutenant Commander George T. Dill (M.C.), U. S. N., Captain Franklin * 
A. Hart, Captain Charles N. Muldrow, Captain Campbell H. Brown. bi 
1 
. Second row (left to right), students: Ist Lieut. James W. Flett, Captain Elmer E. Hall, 1st Lieut. George A. Plambeck, Captain te 
Shaler Ladd, Captain Russell A. Presley, Captain James E. Betts, Ist Lieut. Vernon M. Guymon, Captain Victor F. Bleasdale. ie 
Third row (left to right), students: Ist Lieut. William J. Wallace, Ist Lieut. William J. Whaling, 1st Lieut. Joseph F. Burke, 
. Captain Joseph G. Ward, Ist Lieut. Howard M. Peter, Captain Leonard E. Rea, Captain Jacob Leinhard, Captain Omar T. Pfeiffer, 
\, Captain Ray A. Robinson. 
id, front and ter), left to right, are: 2nd Lieutenant Walter J. Stuart, Lieutenant (jg) Ernest D. Davis (MC), U. S. N.. Captain Jacob M. Pearce, Major 
jeutenant *®V. King, 1st Lieutenant William W. Davidson, 2nd Lieutenant Edward J. Trumble. The Marine Corps Institute is the chief activity at | 
these 
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Members of 302nd Company, U. S. M. C. R.. of Rochester in front of special recruiting station used during showing of moving 
picture “The Cock-eyed World.” Station flood-lighted by theater, located across the street. 


The Parris Island, S. C., Marine Patrol photographed at the bridge which crosses Archer's Creek to the mainland. 
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| ae SAVING BY MAIL 


YOU can open and keep a savings account by mail. 
This bank will 


If you cannot come to the bank personally, use the mails. 
be glad to explain this for you. 


Write for our booklet “Banking by Mail” 

ree aaa THE WASHINGTON LOAN AND TRUST COMPANY 
fie JOHN B. LARNER, President. 

Y ar MAIN OFFICE WASHINGTON, D. C. WEST END OFFICE 


Resources Over Nineteen Millions 


PASTEURIZED MILK IS SAFE MILK! 


WHY TAKE A CHANCE? 


Distributed by 
The Post Exchange, Quantico, Va. 


FARMERS CREAMERY C0O., INC. Fredericksburg, Va. 


“What a Delightful Christmas Gift!” 


A Trip Around the World for $2.50 


AN YOU think of any gift—for so little money 

that would give a friend or relative more real 
pleasure than a trip around the world with the U. S. 
Marines? What gift will be more appreciated by your 
mother, or your father, or your girl friend? 

You cannot write in letters to these people all they 
want to know about the Marine Corps of which you 
are a part. So why not let them read all about it in 
The Leatherneck each month? This magazine always 
contains exclusive news, pictures, and features from all 
over the world where Marines are doing duty. Your 
folks at home would like to make the acquaintance of 
these out-of-the-way places by reading The Leather- 
neck. 

Don’t you think it will make a really delightful gift? 
If you and 35,000 other readers like The Leatherneck, 
it’s sure to please the folks at home. And they will 
be grateful that you were thoughtful enough to send a 
gift that will bring them pleasure and remind them of 
you every month in the year; rather than some other 
gift that might be forgotten soon after Christmas. 

Don’t be afraid that your friend or relative may 
already be a reader—if so, the subscription will be ex- 
tended one year, and the recipient will be just as 
pleased as if he or she had never read The Leatherneck. 


Upon receipt of the blank filled out below with your 
payment for a year’s subscription, The Leatherneck 
will be sent for twelve months and a beautiful Christ- 
mas card in colors will be sent to the person named 
telling him or her that you have sent The Leatherneck 
as a Christmas gift. 


DON’T WAIT UNTIL THE LAST MINUTE; 
SEND THIS BLANK IN NOW! 


The Leatherneck, Washington, D. C. 


I enclose $2.50 to pay for a year’s subscription to 
The Leatherneck to be sent with a Special Christmas 
greeting card telling that it is a gift from me to: 


My Name 
My Address 
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AROUND GALLEY FIRES 
By “Doc” Clifford 
Honorary Chaplain, U. S. M. C. 


The Evening 
Public Ledger of 
Philadelphia in 
its issue of Nov. 
5th carried an 
excellent inter- 
view with the 
Major General 
Commandant by 
C. William Dun- 
can. It would be 
a good education 
for every “know 
it-all” who is so 
ready to criticize 
and find 
with the Corps i 

“Doe” Clifford they could be 
supplied with this 
article and induced to read it. The truth 
about San Domingo, Haiti, Nicaragua 
and China and the splendid achievements 
of the Marine Forces in these places was 
never more clearly and convincingly 
given to the public than in the state 
ments of Major General Neville in this 
interview. 


While in Iona Island recently I learned 
that Sergeant Diamond of Yorktown has 
again shipped over, and in order to thor 
oughly enjoy his 90-day vacation, and 
travel in foreign parts, he left his bull- 
dog, Bozo, in the care of the boys up the 
Hudson while he shipped over into 
Canada. The old original guard of the 
Island’s detachment is not altogether 
partial to the new arrival, but has set 
tled down to an ignoring disdain, and 
Mutt knows how to do it. Mutt’s record 
shows service from July 4th, 1919, and at 
one time he was the only dog allowed 
on the Island. 


* * 


Captain O. C. Dowling, U. S. N., is 
the officer in charge of this Naval Maga 
zine, and those who remember the Dover 
explosion of July, 1926, will also call to 
mind the magnificent work of the Cap 
tain during those days. Men of the Ma 
rine Corps who knew him then speak 
with pride of his heroism and leader- 
ship, coupled at the same time with 
anxiety on their behalf. He still thinks 
and speaks of the Marine in highest 
terms. Captain John Henry Parker is 
the Marine officer, and wherever he is 
found there is record of loyalty and effi 
ciency which at once calls forth service 
of best quality from the men of his com- 
mand. Theodore L. Roennigke is the 
First Sergeant, he having relieved Edwin 
Selfridge who left for recruiting duty 
in October. Sgt. Dana T. Huston is still 
holding down the job of police sergeant 
and of late looks even younger than his 
13 years service would indicate. Sgt. 
George J. Hyland, with over eight years 
in the Corps, is in charge of the QM. 
activities. The list of corporals contains 
a number of New Yorkers all with one 
exception in their first enlistment. Daniel 
H. Avery fills the duty of company clerk; 
Frank A. Chandler, the truck driver; 
Glenn “Slim” Spencer, mess sergeant; 
and each one also combines their duties 
with that of guard, thus sharing same 
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with Claude A. Fisher and John T. 
Green. The mail orderly, Leonard Hoff- 
man, Pfe., was born and raised at West 
Point and Highland Falls, and, being 
quite at home in this neck of the woods, 
is reported to be on the best of terms 
with all the best young people of the 
other sex, an advantage that more than 
one of the other fellows would like to 
share. Spencer has two good cooks (or 
is it three?). The chief is A. S. Tochter- 
man, who comes from Baltimore, but has 
just returned from Nicaragua. 

A letter from Sergeant J. J. S. of Par- 
ris Island was published in the N. Y. 
Evening Graphic this week, who after 
saying he has traveled all over the coun- 
try, makes a plea for the discharged 
service man, and especially on the police 
force. He winds up with “Give the ex- 
service man a chance if you want clean 
police protection.” A New York banker 
said to me the same week, “So far as I 


-ean gather over 400 Marines are at the 


present guarding the financial district 
of the city and making things safer for 
the best business sections.” A Marine 
with a good record of service and an 
honorable discharge never fails to land a 
decent position. 


* * 


The end of the year rapidly draws 
near. Christmas is close at hand and 
good wishes will be poured out through 
the mails and uttered by word of mouth, 
as everybody seeks to express their 
fondest hopes for the other person. In 
the days that follow may I suggest as 
the poem of the month for the end of 
1929 and beginning of 1930 “One of these 
days.” 


“One of These Days” 
By J. W. Foley 


“Say! Let’s forget it! Let’s put it aside, 
Life is so large and the world is so 


wide; 
Days are so short and there’s so much 
to do, 


What if it was false—there’s so much 
that’s true. 

Say! Let’s forget it. 
away 

Now and forever—so, what do you say? 

All of the bitter words said shall be 
praise 

One of these days! 


Let’s brush it 


“Say! Let’s forgive it! Let’s wipe off 
the slate, 

Find something better to cherish than 
hate. 

There’s so much good in the world that 
we've had. 

Let’s strike a balance and cross off the 
bad. 

Say! Let’s forgive it, whatever it be; 

Let’s not be slaves when we ought to be 
free. 

We shall be walking in sunshiny ways 

One of these days. 


“Say! Let’s not mind it! Let’s smile it 


away. 
Bring not a withered rose from yester- 
day; 
Flowers are so fresh by the wayside 
and wood, 


Sorrows are blessings but half under- 
stood; 

Say! Let’s not mind it, however it 
seems, 

Hope is so sweet and holds so many 
dreams. 
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All of the sere fields with blossoms 
shall blaze 
One of these days. 


“Say! Let’s not take it so sorely to 
heart; 

Hates may be friendships just drifted 
apart; 

Failure be genius not quite understood; 

We could all help folks so much if we 
would. 

Say! Let’s get closer to somebody's 
side, 

See what his dreams are and know how 
he tried; 

Learn if our scoldings won’t give way 
to praise 

One of these days.’ 


This poem is a call to the very best 
that is in us, and will, I am sure, be 
heartily endorsed. 


* * 


Set. John A. Miller has been in New 
York recently from Sauk Center, Minn. 
Another representative of that wonder- 
ful group of men upon whom the Marine 
Corps can always rely to the utmost 
limit. I have even heard some folks 
wish they had been born in Minnesota. 
True, they are a good crowd, but so are 
all of the boys if only they fix their 
ideals high enough and then keep their 
eyes, hearts, and heads earnestly fixed 
on their untiring efforts to reach the 
goal. Nineteen years of good service 
is the record of Corporal Thomas Coen, 
seven of which he has spent in New 
York. There are no better canteen 
stewards than Tom. Sergeant Charlie 
Dowers has been a sergeant for seven 
teen of his 26 years, and is in charge 
of the Commandant’s Orderlies in Brook- 
lyn Navy Yard. Chester O. Hanford 
came to the Marine Detachment in the 
Navy Yard from the “Texas,” where for 
three years he was the sergeant major 
on the U. S. S. “Texas” guard, which 
also saw service in Nicaragua. Eigh- 
teen years of faithful service has placed 
the sergeant major in the forefront of 
reliable service and he is giving a good 
account of things in New York. Amongst 
the QM. Staff I ran across Sgt. John L. 
McCormack (not Sullivan), who has 
seventeen years on the books, and helped 
make records in Santo Domingo and the 
Virgin Islands. 


* 


“Mickey” Charles D. Brannan, who 
left Lewistown, Pa., sixteen years ago 
for traveling with the Marines, is an- 
other sergeant with 10 years of QM. 
service. Sergeant William “Bill” Mag- 
net pleads guilty to nine years with the 
outfit. Three corporals are also on the 
roster, namely, Rudolph Gerald Tordy, 
late of St. Croix; William A. Grupe, and 
Jack Abrams. Abrams enlisted in San 
Francisco, although his home is New 
York, and there is a slight suspicion that 
he might be Irish. He hopes to get to 
the QM. School in February. Best 
wishes, Jack! 


* * 


It’s really a treat at times to listen 
to a bunch of old-timers discussing the 
Marine Corps of the days when they 
came into the service and that of today. 
I happened in to such a party in the 

(Continued on page 50) 
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P OUT OF THE BRIG 


By LOU WYLIE 


as 


Dear Fellows: 
| On Navy Day we 
| were invited over 
| to the Naval Ar- 
mory, Second Bat- 
talion, U. S. N. 

| Reserves, in 
Brooklyn, to see 
the Marines and 
sailors do their 
stuff and we were 
delightfully sur- 
prised at the ex- 
hibition that they 

a put on. Outside 
= of the regular 
Lou Wylie service we have 
never seen a bet- 

ter drilled, snappier bunch of men got- 
ten together. This especially applies to 
the 304th U. S. Marine Reserves under 
lst Lt. Mark Kessnick. There’s not a 
man in this outfit but could step into the 
regular ranks and be an acquisition worth 
while to his company. They are a show 
outfit, and the brag and boast of Bay 
Ridge and the South Brooklyn sections. 
Due partly to the out-of-the-way loca- 
tion of their armory, they do not get 
the attention that better located but less 
deserving units are grabbing off, but in 
case you are around New York on any of 
their drill nights and want to see to de- 
cide for yourself, both their C. O. and 
the chauffeur of this column are ready 
to leave the decision up to you, and there 
isn’t the faintest suggestion of a doubt 


but that the 304th U. S. M. C. Reserves 


won’t get by with flying colors. 

Maj. Rorke, and his family, and also 
Maj. Joe Murray of New York recruit- 
ing were present at the review which was 
tendered Lt. Gov. Lehmann on Navy Day 
by the Second Battalion and their judg- 
ment should be above question. 

Needless to say, there were any num- 
ber of young women present, and many 
of them actually held their breath in 
fright when the Marines went into action 
against South American bandits, in one 
feature of the program. As the smoke 
cleared away, and ear drums ceased to 
react to the staccato bark of machine 
guns, there was a flurry of powder puffs 
that almost precipitated another smoke 
barrage, but it was practically all in vain 
for the program was quite a lengthy one 
and the ladies were kept in suspense for 
quite a while. Eventually, however, the 
(to them) serious part of the evening 
arrived, and they were allowed to sten 
out on the dance floor with the fellows 
in full blues, and the affair wound up to 
a successful climax. 


* as * 


With signs of a diplomatic interchange 
of signals commencing between Army 
and Navy athletic heads it doesn’t take 
over a couple of months at hard think- 
ing to decide that the reason the Navy 
Wwouldn’t meet the U. S. Marines in a 
President’s cup game this year, is be- 
Cause next year, or the year after, they 
are going to let the Marines grab it off 
the Army. 
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Sham battles seem to have pretty well 
filled up the past few weeks for us. We 
attended the First Division reunion at 
Ft. Hamilton early in November, and 
were much impressed with the smoke 
rings an anti-aircraft gun playfully blew 
over the reproduction of “the Battle of 
Exermont”; and also with the sight of 
the good old Navy Blue and Gold worn 
by Rear Admiral Louis de Steiguer and 
his aide, in a world that had all gone 
khaki. We were also almost thrown 
homesick for our Old Kentucky Home as 
we sat in the press tent and listened to 
Lt. Kiefer (of polo fame) discuss horses 
with Capt. DePuy (U. S. A., Governors 
Island), and we finally had to rush pre- 
cipitately out of the tent before all our 
plans for growing famous in New York 
went haywire, and we grabbed a box car 
for home and the Old Blue Grass region 
of Kentucky. 


* * * 


For the first time since our arrival in 
New York we were guests on board the 
U. S. S. “Illinois” (First Battalion, U. S. 
N. Reserve), and were very much im- 
pressed by the courtesy and hospitality 
of the young Naval Officer in charge of 
the ushers. 


* * 


By the time this column gets to press, 
the U. S. S. “Arkansas” will be at the 
Brooklyn Navy Yard and we will have 
the opportunity to win a chess game off 
a lieutenant who proudly boasts a gun 
crew that has broken all Navy records. 
His crew of midshipmen hung up an en- 
viable record when they fired this sum- 
mer, but their performance was trivial 
to what his regular bunch did this fall 
when they got busy behind the guns. 
Ah, well, one can’t excel in everything, 
and a chess championship wouldn’t carry 
much weight in the Navy. 


* * * 


Admiral Louis de Steiguer is starting 
a program to interest the people of New 
York in the Navy. For a city of over 
five millions of people, living about on 
islands, and using ferries and seeing 
boats all day long, they are singularly 
uninterested, and ignorant about the sea 
and their navy. Just about the time the 
Admiral starts to put his plan in effect 
the Commandant of the U. S. Army 
units at Ft. Hamilton decides on the same 
policy, saying that when his men march 
along the streets in uniform people look 
at them as though they were curiosities. 
Both officers have the right idea. Peace 
is to be desired by all, but pacifism does 
not insure peace. There is just one way 
to combat it, that is by educating the 
great common people. They have been 
taught to eat raisins for iron, to use 
tooth brushes and tooth paste, they have 
become soap conscious and soup con- 
scious, know all about their favorite 
brand of cigarette and why they smoke 
them, and all this great mass of infor- 
mation has been foisted upon them by 
use of car cards, bill boards and maga- 
zine adds. There is accordingly no rea- 
son why some really valuable informa- 
tion shouldn’t be injected into them for 
their own good, and since it can only be 
done by making them familiar with the 
sight of the uniform we trust that within 
the next fifty years some good may be 
accomplished. Meanwhile Admiral de 
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Steiguer certainly is in line for con- 
gratulations. 


You can’t escape the Marine Corps, no 
matter where you go. Last election night 
we went over to Brooklyn police head- 
quarters to be sure that our sheet got 
the proper election dope. Some 150 re- 
porters were milling about in front of 
a battery of telephones. A particularly 
distinguished looking gray haired man 
was in charge of the receiving of elec- 
tion returns. During lulls in the steady 
shower of votes for Walker this man 
vouchsafed some information about him- 
self. First, we learned that he had 
smoked cigarettes, one special brand, all 
his life and that when he woke up from 
taking ether after a serious operation, 
his doctor had passed him a cigarette. 
Next, he confided that he had been with 
Ringling Bros. circus years ago, when it 
played Yuma, Arizona on an unusually 
hot day in a very hot climate. Later, he 
did tricks with a burning cigarette and 
a silk handkerchief, much to the discom- 
fiture of the owner of the handkerchief. 
The trick was quite simple when he ex- 
plained it, he had a tin thimble painted 
flesh color that he slipped into the hand- 
kerchief. Into this thimble the cigarette 
was plunged and extinguished, and then 
while the hand was in the folds of the 
handkerchief the thimble containing the 
cigarette stub slipped on his finger. 
Naturally the handkerchief was alright 
when he shook it out. A little later he 
stated that he had been in the Marine 
Corps and although he owned a couple 
of large apartment houses and had a 
high-priced car, he wished very much he 
had stayed in the service. Now, some 
of you discontented fellows laugh that 
off 

+ a 


Ho, Hum! It is time for taps, so we'll 
sign off with this bit of advise, “Do your 
Christmas hocking early.” It’s always 
good to avoid the rush and its just as un- 
pleasant standing in line at a pawnship 
as at a theatre, or a postoffice window. 


A BIT OF INFORMATION 


The following is a list of discharges 
in use in the Navy: 

1. Honorable—Recommended for re- 
enlistment—allowed transportation. 

2. Ordinary or Good—Recommended 
for reenlistment unless Medical survey— 
allowed transportation. 

3. Inaptitude—not recommended for 
reenlistment—allowed transportation. 

4. Underage—not recommended for re- 
enlistment—not allowed transportation 
unless man is under 18 at time of dis- 
charge. 

5. Special Order—Recommended for 
reenlistment but must get permission 
from Bureau of Navigation—not allowed 
transportation unless discharged at re- 
quest and for benefit of surviving de- 
pendent. 

6. Undesirable—not recommended for 
reenlistment—not allowed transportation. 

7. Bad Conduct—not recommended for 
reenlistment—not allowed transportation. 

8. Dishonorable—not recommended for 
reenlistment and lose U. S. citizenship— 
not allowed transportation. 

It can clearly be seen that it does 
make some difference in your future as 
to the kind of discharge you get. 
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ARMY DEFEATED BY MARINES 
IN PACIFIC SERVICE TILT 


Donnelly and Trees Score as Diego 
Team Takes Doughboys 
Into Camp 


Breaking a 7-to-7 tie in the closing 
minutes of the game, Corporal M. W. 
Trees of the San Diego Marine Corps 
football eleven, booted a_ well-placed 
field goal that gave his team a 10-to-7 
victory over the West 
Coast Army Corp grid- 
ders. The game was 
played in the Los Angeles 
Coliseum October 20 and 
was witnessed by a gath 
ering of approximately 
4000 fans. 

The affair was bitterly 
fought all the way 
through. The first period 
was scoreless, but soon after the start 
of the second quarter a lightning Marine 
by the name of Donnelly broke loose for 
a 39-yard run to a touchdown. The same 
individual also converted. 

But the Army refused to stay behind, 
wherefore it called out the heavy artil 
lery and in the third quarter started a 
new offensive which soon netted a touch- 
down. Starting on their own 42-yard 
mark, the Army gridders uncorked a 

couple of beautiful for- 

= ward passes, one of 25 
yards and another of 32 

yards, which put the ball 
on the Marine 1-yard 
mark. Both of these 
passes were executed by 
Gannuzzi and King with 
the latter on the receiving 
end. From the 1l-yard 
mark, O’Brien had no 
trouble in bucking across 
for a touchdown. He then 
kicked the goal after 
touchdown, tying the score. 

In the fourth quarter 


the Marines tried in vain 
to chalk up another touch 
down, but could get no 


Donnelly closer than the 17-yard 
mark. At this point Trees 

kicked the ball through the cross bars 
for the winning points. Trees was stand- 
ing on the 30-yard line when he made 


Ryckman 


the kick. 

ARMY (7) MARINES (10) 
Barnes L.E.R Brougher 
Miller L.T.R Kafka 
Barker LGR Cooper 
Eastland Cc Cralg 
Hammack R.G.L Cochran 
Walsh R.T.L Lambert 
Keegan R.E.L Sonnenberg 
King . Q Lytton 


Learnahan L.H.R Mathoit 

O'Brien R.H.L Ryckman 

Gannuzzi Trees 
Score by quarters: 

Marines 070 310 

Army 0 0 o— 7 


Substitutions: For Marines—Rose for Matholt, 
Donelly for Lytton, Ritters for Trees, Trees for 
Ritters. For Army—-Oldham for Eastland, Hank- 
erson for Barnes, Wyatt for O’Brien, Mahlstead 
for Learnahan 

Officials—Tipton, referee: Foster, umpire; Davis, 
head linesman, and Blair, field judge.—Los Angeles 
Daily News. 


GEOTTGE IN QUANTICO COMEBACK 


Aviator’s Lead Overcome As Veteran 
Enters Game In Last Quarter 


By Ray Payton 

Quantico, Va., Oct. 25.—The Quantico 
eleven forged to the front to defeat the 
Langley Field Aviators here today with 
a score of 14-6. 

The pages of time were turned back- 
ward today as a big hulk of a man, a 
football tucked under his 
arm, ran and smashed 
and pushed and fought 
his way down the field in 
the Quantico Stadium. It 
recalled the irrepressible 
giant who carried the 
banner of U. S. Marines 
to many a victory seven 
or eight years ago. And 

Capt.Geottsee lo and behold it was 

Frank Goettge! 

The opening quarter of the game Ty- 
rell shot a forward pass to Kodalski, 
who scored the touchdown for Langley; 
and while unable to count again they 
held the Marines safe until the last quar- 
ter. With but a few minutes gone in the 
last quarter, Goettge inserted himself 
in the fray and things began to happen. 

In his old-time style Geottge battered 
the opposing line to pieces in a long 
march goalward. The parade continued 
on past one chalk mark after another 
until the brilliant star of former years 
went over the line with it. The extra 
point was made by Butler on a pass, 
Butler making a pretty dive over the 
opposing line for the score. 

Langley had the ball for a brief period, 
but Quantico came into possession again 
and here once more Geottge began tear- 
ing the line apart. Working with Butler 
and with the full support of the team, 
the pair carried the ball to within a 
shadow of the goal posts and, with 
Geottge opening up a wide hole for him, 
Butler went over the line for the second 
touchdown just a few seconds before the 
final whistle. 

Each team had nine first downs, and 
each intercepted five forward passes. 
The Marines completed six passes, Lang- 
ley four. The Marines fumbled three 
times, Langley once. The latter team 
was penalized 20 yards, Marines 40. 


BIG TEAM LOSES GAME TO 
ST. XAVIER IN CINCINNATI 


A Saint Runs 69 Yards to Touch- 
down Before 12,000 Spectators 


By Arthur Middleton 

When it comes to the score of the Ma- 
rine-St. Xavier game, played in Cincin- 
nati on Saturday, October 26th, St. 
Xavier got the bigger end. But, when it 
comes to football — the 
Marines won this game. 
There were twelve thou- 
sand spectators there to 
witness the affair who 
will vouch for the same 
thing. The Marines just 
fell prey to the “breaks 
of the game” in the last 
play. Duncan attempted 
a pass to Long, which 
was intercepted by a 
Xavier man, who ran 
sixty-nine yards for a 


y touchdown. Before this 
unfortunate happening 


the score was a 7-7 tie. 

The writer, who sat 
enn on the Marines’ side 

“aia line, found much 

anPusement in_ the 
spectators near him as well as in the 
game itself, for the “grunts” that came 
from them when some of the Marine ends 
stopped their opponents in their tracks 
were quite interesting. 

The following is 
the proceedings of 
the game by peri- 
ods (courtesy of 
Cincinnati Post): 

First Period 

Neither side 
scored in the open- 
ing period which 
was played almost 
entirely in St. 
Xavier _ territory. 
The Marines once 
carried the ball to 
within 3% yards of 
Xavier’s goal, but 
there lost the ball 
on downs. 

After receiving 
the kick-off and defending the north goal 
the Musketeers showed signs of launch- 
ing a strong offense when Bolger ripped 
off 15 yards on the fourth play, but 
the Marine defense stiffened and both 
sides then began punting on fourth 
downs for a time, waiting for a break. 

Late in the period Bolger punted out 
of bounds on his own 47-yard line and 


CHAS. 0. GLICK 
Right End 
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O'Neill ran Xavier’s right end for 25 
yards and on the fourth following play 
again ran right end for 12, taking the 
ball to Xavier’s 7-yard line. 

Three plays gained less than two yards 
and O'Neill then attempted to score on 
a criss-cross which was stopped. 

Bolger punted on the second play. The 
period ended with Xavier covering the 
ball on Xavier’s 16-yard line. 


Second Period 


The first score came about the middle 
of the period, when the Marines, after 
making two successive first downs on 
hard running plays, picked up 41 yards 
and a touchdown on a forward pass, Dun- 
ean to Glick. Glick caught the ball about 
25 yards from the line of scrimmage 
and ran the rest of the distance be- 
hind splendid interference. He then 


THE LEATHERNECK 
REGAIN PRESIDENT’S CUP 
IN SERVICE GRID CLASSIC 


Coast Guard Eleven Left In Cellar 
After Good Start Against 
Marines 


OR the fourth time in the six years 

it has been fought for by football 
teams representative of the United 
States armed services, the President’s 
Cup is in the possession of the Marines. 
Battling against a game but green Coast 
Guard eleven yesterday in Griffith Sta- 


kicked goal from placement. 

Xavier then received the kick-off 
by Glick and returned it to the 33- 
yard line, from where Bolger, 
Schaefer, Bolger and Deddens hit 
the line for 10 yards in four plays. 
The Marines took the ball on downs 
when O’Bryan failed a pass. 

Dashiell broke through the left 
side of Xavier’s line and ran 28 
vards where he slipped and fell, 
sliding out of bounds on Xavier's 
13-yard line. The Marines drew a 
5-yard penalty on the first play. 
On the next O’Neill hit the line for 
5 yards. The period ended. Score, 
Marines 7, St. Xavier 0. 


Third Period 

Wilhelm received Glick’s opening 
kick-off and ran it back to Xavier’s 
goal. McDevitt made four on the 
first play, but Schaefer immedi- 
ately lost it back on a fumble and 
on third down Deddens attempted 
a forward pass after being tackled 
and threw it directly into Clain’s 
hands. The latter carried the ball 
to Xavier’s 20-yard line. Dashiell 
made more than nine yards in three 
plays and on fourth down O'Neill 
fumbled after making the neces- 
sary distance and Deddens re- 
covered for Xavier on his own 6- 
yard line. 

Two punt exchanges netted St. 
Xavier 15 yards. Schaefer skirted 
the Marine right end for 17 yards, 
where he was forced out of bounds. 

Schaefer lost 6 yards and Kelly, 
sub quarterback, lost 4. A pass, 
McDevitt to O’Bryan, made 15 and 
on fourth down Duncan made a fair 
eatch of Bolger’s punt on the Marine 18. 

Dashiell attempted to run Xavier’s left 
end, but the ball popped out of his hands 
when he was tackled and O’Bryan of 
Xavier picked it out of the air and ran 18 
yards for a touchdown. McDevitt kicked 
a goal from placement. 


Fourth Period 


Following an exchange of punts, a 
pass, Duncan to Dashiell, gained 17 yards 
for the Marines and put the ball on 
Xavier’s 38-yard line. O’Neill ran around 
Xavier’s right end for 12 yards. 

Duncan later attempted a pass and 
O’Bryan came racing down the sideline, 
caught the ball and ran 62 yards for a 
touchdown. McDevitt’s placekick was 
blocked, as the game ended. Score was: 
St. Xavier 13, Marines 7. 


In the presence of Maj. Gen. W. C. Neville, comman- 
dant of the U. S. Marine Corps, and Rear Admiral F. 
C. Billard, commandant of the U. S. Coast Guard, 
Admiral Charles F. Hughes, chief of naval operations, 
presents the President’s Cup to Lieutenant David F. 
O’Neill, captain of the Marine Corps Football Team. 


dium, the Leathernecks scored a 10-to-0 
victory and recaptured the trophy 
wrested from them last year by a Navy 
aggregation of gridiron warriors. 

More than 7,000, mostly uniformed 
members of the service whose teams en- 
gaged in the struggle, viewed the Capi- 
tal’s annual military football classic; 
and those who had supported the Coast 
Guard joined wholeheartedly with the 
Marine rooters as Admiral Charles F. 
Hughes, chief of the naval operations, 
acting for President Hoover, presented 
the cup emblematic of the service grid- 
iron championship to David F. O’Neill, 
leader of the victorious eleven. 

The customary color of contests be- 
tween teams of the Nation’s armed forces 
was not lacking. There were parades by 
the bands of both organizations between 
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the halves. The jolly tars of the Coast 
Guard snake-ddanced about the field, and 
the Leathernecks frolicked hilariously, 
thousands of them pouring from the 
stands to enter the demonstration. 

Most of the color to the action be- 
tween the halves was provided by the 
gayly caparisoned band the Coast Guard 
had at hand. It was a spiffy outfit— 
spiffy no end. But about all the color 
to the game was given by the Marines, 
so the sea soldiers were well satisfied. 

Score in Last Three Periods 

Fought to a standstill in the first 
period, the Leathernecks ran all over the 
Bears thereafter and scored in each of 
the last three periods. Twice the Ma- 
rines made long marches to the Coast 
Guard goal. In the second quarter 
they advanced 80 yards to their 
first score, Dashiell carrying the 
ball across. In the fourth period, 
it was a touchdown by Duncan that 
ended an 81-yard parade. The third 
period touchdown came after the 
Marines got a Coast Guard fumble 
on the enemy 32-yard line. O’Neill 
did the scoring. Glick got an extra 
point with the last of his three 
kicks after touchdowns. 

The Marines showed a more 
powerful line and better ball run- 
ners than the Coast Guard. In the 
veteran Duncan, the flashy Dashiell 
and the sturdy O’Neill the Leather- 
necks had all the better of the 
Bears on the ball-toting score. 
True, Libby and Davis made some 
spectacular advances for the Bears, 
but after the first period these ad- 
vances were few and far between 
while the Leatherneck runners 
were scurrying about the field. 

The Leathernecks resorted to lit- 
tle more than good old-fashioned 
football. They slammed at the 
center of the Coast Guard line, 
sliced by the tackles and every 
once in a while sent Dashiell 
around an end. The overhead game 
meant little to the Marines. They 
resorted to it but twice. Once a 
pass picked up only a few yards 
of a loss sustained when a line play 
failed. The second pass grounded 
behind goal for a touchback. 

The Coast Guard, in sharp con- 
trast, tried about everything known 
in football in its efforts to advance. 
It rammed into the Marine line, 
generally to bounce back, tried to 
pass the flanks and did not do so 
often, kicked frequently and em- 
ployed the forward pass with indif- 
ferent success. These varied tactics 
enabled the Bears to remain within the 
Leathernecks’ territory throughout the 
greater part of the first period, but there- 
after they seemed spent and only sporadic 
forays into the enemy’s domain followed. 

The Coast Guard made its one big bid 
for a score early in the engagement. 
Blocking a Marine kick in the first 
period, the Bears got the ball on their 
foes’ 49-yard line and with Libby, Hef- 
felfinger and Gibson toting the oval play 
was moved to the 27-yard stripe. Then 
the Bears went into the air and after two 
passes grounded one was tossed from 
Roland to Libby for 17 yards, making 
it first down within 10 yards of goal. 
Here the Marines braced and when 
Roland heaved another pass the ball was 
caught by Long, Marine halfback, who 
ran it back to his 23-yard line. From 
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then on the Marines were in command. 
Go 80 Yards to Touchdown 

About midway of the second period 
the Marines started their first scoring 
advance. Getting the ball on their 20 
yard line after Heffelfinger of the Bears 
had punted to a touchback, the Leather 
necks ran wild. Dashiell reeled off 25 
yards around left end, O’Neill and Dun 
can ripped the Bears’ line asunder and 
soon it was first down for the Marines 
on the Coast Guard’s 10-yard stripe. 
Here the Bears braced temporarily, but 
the Marines were not to be denied and in 
the third play of the series Dashiell 
dashed past left tackle 5 yards to a 
touchdown. 

The third period had barely started 
when Crowe, Marine guard, retrieved a 
Coast Guard fumble within 32 yards of 
goal. O'Neill and Dashiell immediately 
began banging away at the Bears’ line 
and three or four plays made it first 
down for the Leathernecks on the l-yard 
stripe. The Bears defended their goal 
stoutly, but in three plays O'Neill got 
across the final chalk-mark. 

In the fourth period the Marines 
moved 81 yards to goal. Starting after 
a Coast Guard kick had gone outside at 
the 19-yard line, the Leathernecks, with 
O'Neill and Duncan doing the ball carry 
ing, progressed to midfield in three 
plays. O'Neill then rammed the Bears’ 
line for an ll-yard gain and Dashiell 
skirted right end for 25 yards. Taking 
the ball again, Dashiell romped to the 4 
yard line. Again the Bears threw every 
thing they had into the defense of their 
goal and four plays were needed to get 
Duncan over with the final touchdown of 
the day. 

Line-up and Summary 


Marines (19) Position Coast Guard (0) 
Harrington Left end Reaves 
Sniveley Left tackle Shonts 
Standley Left guard Wineke 
Sitton Center Cotter 
Crowe Right guard Brown 
Cummings Right tackle Cummings 
Glick Right end Brooks 
Duncan Quarterback Roland 
Fitzgerald Left halfback Gibson 
Long Right halfback Libby 
O'Neill .. Fullback Heffeifinger 
Score by periods 
Marines 06 6 719 


Coast Guard 000 OO 

Touchdowns—Dashiell, O'Neill, Duncan Point 
after touchdown—Glick (place kick).—J. B. Keller 
in The Washington Star 


THE IEATHERNECK 
QUANTICO ELEVEN TRIUMPHS 
WITH FT. EUSTIS SCORELESS 


Diaz Runs Seventy Yards For 
Touchdown in One-sided 
40-0 Victory 


Quantico, Va., Nov. 8.—The Quantico 
Eleven came to the front again today 
when they defeated the Fort Eustis 
“doughboys” by a score of 40-0. 

Diaz apparently took the heart out of 
the doughboys in the first quarter of 
the game. The doughboys punted the 
ball on their fourth down. The ball was 
caught by Diaz on the Marines 30-yard 
line, and run seventy yards for the Ma- 
rines’ first score. Fisher went through 
the line for the extra point. In the 
second quarter Lasco and Butler each 
went through the line for touchdowns, 
with Butler and Mitchell making the 
extra points. In the third quarter Fisher 
intercepted a pass, making a run of 55 
yards for another score against the 
doughboys. Fisher went through Eustis’ 
line for another score. The extra point 
was made by Aldrich. In the last quar- 
ter Butler went over for another score, 
the Marines failing to convert the extra 
point. 

The Marines made a total of 12 first 
downs, the Doughboys 3. The Marines 
intercepted 4 passes, and fumbled twice. 
Fort Eustis made 1 fumble. The latter 
were penalized a total of 25 yards, the 
Marines 40 yards. 


Summary: 
Marines. Fort Eustis. 
Mitchell Left end McCarty 
Brandt Left tackle Schultz 
Dever . Left guard . Klump 
Hollibaugh Center Rothgel 
Duda Right guard Williams 
Shew Right tackle Sitkavege 
Kane Right end Keller 
Diaz Quarterback . 
Fisher Left halfback Jeffries 
Aldrich Right halfback Wolf 
Shess Pullback Lee 
Score by quarters 
Marines 7 14 #13 6—40 
Fort Eustis . 0 0 0 OO 


Substitutions—Marines: Resio for Shess, Butler 
for Fisher, Zeher for Aldrich, Eldridge for Brandt. 
Wooley for Mitchell, Cottington for Butler, Fisher 
for Cottington, Aldrich for Zeher, Endsley for 


The start of one of the long runs made in the President’s Cup game with the Coast 
Guard on November 2 at Griffith Stadium, Washington, D. C. 
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Dever, Geottge for Diaz, Culpepper for Endsley 
Fort Eustis: Pribala for McCarty, Matzak for 
Klump, Houdock for Williams, Barndollar for 
Wolf, Beegle for Schultz, Marrut for Lee, Crews 
for Keller, Kampman ‘or Pribala. 


DEFEATS FORT MEADE TANKS 
By Ray Payton 

Quantico, Va., Nov. 1.—Quantico easily 
defeated the Fort Meade Tanks at the 
Quantico Stadium today with a score of 
39-6. Although the field was quite muddy 
from recent rains, and the Tanks had the 
advantage of a heavier line, the Quan- 
tico eleven broke through the defense for 
four touchdowns, passing for the other 
two. The extra points were scored by 
Aldrich, Fisher and Zuber. 

In the first quarter the score was 0-0 
with the promise of a close score for the 
game. However, in the next quarter the 
“big parade” started with Fisher going 
over the Tanks’ line on a pass from Diaz. 
In the following quarter Lasco and Ald- 
rich each went over for a touchdown, 
the latter making a forty-eight yard run 
for the score. In the last quarter the 
Quantico eleven scored three more 
times on the Tanks, the ball being carried 
over the line by Mitchell, on a pass from 
Lasco, Zeher, and Butler. The Tanks 
made their only score in this quarter 
on a pass from Munday to Keller, the 
latter making the longest run of the 
game, a total of fifty yards. 

The Quantico eleven made a total of 
ten first downs, the Tanks 8. The Ma- 
rines only completed four passes, while 
the Tanks completed 7. Both teams in- 
tercepted one pass. The Marines were 
penalized a total of 35 yards, the Tanks 
a total of 70 yards. 

Score by quarters: 

Marines 0 7 13 19—39 
Tanks 00 0 66 

Officials: Referee, Magoffin, umpire, Jack Gass; 
head linesman, Cohill. 

PHILADELPHIA CLERICAL SCHOOL 
BEGINS BASKETBALL 

Well, here we are! Some of you 
athletes of the east coast will be inter- 
ested to know that the clerical school 
detachment, in addition to their studies, 
is breaking into basketball again this 
year. 

After a very successful season last 
winter the team is starting this year 
with such players as: 

W. S. McDowell, captain of the team, 
who played last year on a fast Phila- 
delphia team. 

P. H. Kilroy, forward, of Albany, N. 
Y., Northwest High. 

L. L. Hahn, forward, of Texas, where 
he was well known in athletics. 

S. E. Lewis, guard, from the home of 
the famous Ambridge High School. 

R. L. Burnett, guard, well known to 
all Marines who were in Norfolk re- 
cently. 

The team is getting in some red-hot 
practice now and shows surprising re- 
sults. Among the games we expect to 
have this year are the following: 

Geiger team, amateur baseball! champs 
of West Philadelphia. 

Temple University Freshmen, Temple 
University, Philadelphia. 

Easton High School, of Easton, Penna. 

All teams in the Insurance League of 
Philadelphia. 

Any teams who think they can beat 
this collection of star players communl- 
cate with Cpl. W. S. McDowell, Clerical 
School, Marine Barracks, Navy Yard, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
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THIRTY-EIGHTH COMPANY WINS 
FIELD AND TRACK MEET 


By Hugh Maddox 

With Pearl and Tipton making thir- 
teen and twelve points respectively, the 
Thirty-eighth Company won the inter- 
company field and track meet and the 
Hitchcock Trophy, symbolic of  su- 
premacy on the field and track, on Oc- 
tober third, with the total of thirty-nine 
points. The Sixty-second Company came 
second with twenty-five points; Thirty- 
ninth, third, with twenty-four points, 
while First Sergeant Brownell of the 
band put the Headquarters Detachment 
on the board with ten ponts, taking two 
first places. 

In comparing the times and distances 
made in this meet with those made in 
the International meet last year, which 
by the way, is the big field and track 
meet in Peiping every year, it was grati- 
fying to the Marine officials to know that 
some were better and a few were just 
a little under, which can be improved 
upon for the coming international meet 
which will be held this year on the 24th 
of October. 

Tipton of the winners and Dyer of the 
Thirty-ninth Company vied for honors 
in the field events. The track events 
were more or less distributed, one man 
not winning more than one event, save 
Brownell, who breasted the tape first 
in the 800 dash and 1 mile run. 

At the start of the meet most of the 
non-combatants had their winner picked 
for each event, but Gard of the Thirty- 
ninth Company started the upsetting by 
taking the 100-meter dash in good time. 
Tipton was the favorite for the high 
jump and won. Mees of the Sixty-second 
Company had this event until Tipton 
made his last jump. The pole vault was 
a toss up between Dyer and Pear! before 
the meet and the outcome was as pre- 
dicted. They both tied for first place. 
They had cleared the bar at 9 ft. 6 in., 
but Dyer broke the pole with the stand- 
ard at 10 feet. 

Balbaugh, last year’s winner in the 
inter-company and international meets, 
was forced to take a back seat this year 
by Long (of this year’s baseball nine), 
who tossed the hand grenade 232 ft. 9 in. 
Dyer placed second, with Balbaugh 
bringing up the third position. 

The best race of the morning was the 
400-meter dash. Thedway of the Thirty- 
eighth was picked for this event and 
started with the gun to uphold this, he 
lead the field until the last turn, when 
Mees of the Sixty-second Company 
started to draw up on him. In the 
stretch Mees passed him and breasted 
the tape just a few yards in the lead. 
The 800-meter and mile run was all 
Brownell, he took the lead from the start 
and held it, crossing the line far in the 
lead of Cushman, who came in second in 
both of these events. 

The showing of all contestants was 
excellent and they are now under the 
coaching of Lieut. Thompson and are 
pointing towards the international meet 
which is not far distant. The American 
Legation Guard has won this meet since 
its inauguration in 1924 and they are 
out to hold this cup for another year. 

100 meters—Gard, 39th Co.; Mees, 
62nd Co.; Bradbury, 39th Co. Time, 11 
4/10 seconds. 

Shot put—Pearl, 38; Orr, 62; Tipton, 

Distance, 36 feet 5 inches. 
Broad running jump—Tipton, 38; 


Line smashing and end runs featured the Marines’ victory in the sixth grid battle 
among the three services for possession of the President’s Cup. 


Mees, 62; Dyer, 39. Distance 19 feet 
18 inches. 

Mile race—Brownell, H. Q.; Cushman, 
62; Peacock, 38. Time, 5 minutes, 25 
seconds. 

Pole vault—Pearl, 38; Dyer, 39; tied 
for first place. Tipton, 3rd. Height, 10 
feet when pole broke. 

Grenade throw—Long, 38, with 232 
feet 9 inches; Dyer, 39, with 221 feet 
8% inches; Balbaugh, 208.6. 

400-yard dash—Mees, 62; Treadway, 
38; Pearl, 38. Time, 57 seconds. 

800 metres—Brownell, H.Q.; Cush- 
man, 62; Lee, 62. Time, 2.21. 

Discus throw—Dyer, 39; Pearl, 38; 
Lieut. Thompson, 62. Distances, 101 
feet 6; 101 feet 5; 96 feet. 

High jump—tTipton, 38; Orr, 62; Gee, 
38. Height, 5 feet 4 inches. 

Relay race—39th Co. Time, 2 minutes 
42 seconds. 


MARINES WIN BRITISH LEGATION 
GUARD TROPHY AT PEIPING 


By Hugh Maddox 


The American Legation Guard boxing 
stable, under the tutelage of Corporal 
“Goldie” Goldenberg, won for the first 
time it was presented for competition, 
the British Legation Guard Boxing Cup, 
by winning four out of the seven bouts on 
the card September 28. The fights were 
staged under British Army rules, and 
although these somewhat hinder the 
Leatherneck “leather pushers” in their 
style, it did not halt them in their fight 
to best the Britishers at their own game 
as did the rifle team earlier in the month. 

An excellent crowd was on hand to 
witness the bouts, including many of 
the diplomatic corps of the American 
and British legations. The spectators, 
who numbered many Americans, were at 
times hard to handle owing to the fact 
that no one was allowed to cheer or root 


Private Joseph E. Thompson: 
Will you please get in touch with 
your buddy, Private First Class 
William R. Casey? Address him 
Marine Detachment, U. S. S. “Den- 
a c/o Postmaster, New York, 


for his favorite during the time the boys 
were mixing things inside the ring. 

After the bouts, all contestants were 
ealled back into the ring and presented 
with cups. Major Colchester Weymss, 
commandant of the British Legation 
Guard, presented the cups after a short 
speech in which he praised the Marines 
for their sportsmanship and fine show- 
ing under the rules in which they fought 
which were quite foreign to them. He 
hoped that they would send a team again 
next year to compete for this challenge 
cup, and also stated that he wished 
other legations having guards would 
send a team next year. 

Results: Hill, A. L. (131), defeated 
Dignan, B. L. (136). Passink, A. L. 
(132), defeated Oswald, B. L. (132). 
Gee, A. L. (134), knocked out Donelly, 
B. L. (140), in the second round. Falken, 
A. L. (148), defeated Clarke, B. L. (143), 
Kidwell, A. L. (151), disqualified for 
holding in first round of his bout with 
McKsuker, B. L. (148). Calendo, A. L., 
lost to Keenan, B. L. (153). In the 
wind-up, Porter, A. L. (158), of baseball 
fame, lost to Jack, B. L. (160). This 
last bout was the only one on the card 
that was miscalled. 

An exhibition bout was staged by 
Goldenberg and a Lieut. Evans of the 
Royal Scots, who has quite a ring his- 
tory in the British Army, having held 
belts in several weights, light and wel- 
terweights, and, finding no suitable op- 
ponents, had to retire from the ring. 
This bout was one worth watching. Both 
of them mixed it and displayed to the 
large crowd a fine exhibition of craft. 

Gee and Porter made their “debuts” 
in the ring on this night, and their show- 
ing was splendid and with a little more 
experience should be able to write their 
name in the Marine Corps boxing an- 
nals. All of the fights were two two- 
minute rounds and one three-minute 
round, with the referee sitting on the 
outside of the ring, with the judges 
on a chair along side of the ring. 

In his first appearance in Tientsin, 
Porter won a decision over Howard of 
the 15th Infantry. Hill had to be con- 
tented with a draw with Fryflet of the 
same outfit, in the bouts which took 
place recently at Tientsin. 
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PEKING MARINES TAKE MATCH 
FROM BRITISH LEGATION GUARD 
By Hugh Maddox 
Boasting and not being able to back 
it up, is just the opposite of boasting and 
being able to back it up, thereby hangs 
the tale of the Marines again having the 
situation weil in hand. It happened on 
Monday, September 17, with two teams 
from the post entered in a rifle match 
under rules laid down by the British 
Legation Guard, which were foreign to 
every member of the two teams that 
were entered. It so happened that the 
Marine teams took first and second 
places, while the British had to be con- 

tented with third and fourth places. 

Right here is where the boasting 
comes. It was the first time in the his- 
tory of the American Legation Guard 
and it would be well to say of the Ma- 
rine Corps, that a Marine team had ever 
entered such a match. But after two or 
three days practice, they came out on 
top. The old saying, “They beat them 
at their own game,” stands good in this 
case. 

The rules under which the match was 
staged was as follows: Each man was 
issued 10 rounds of ammunition at the 
400-yard line on the British range and 
was given 75 seconds to fire as many 
shots as possible at 15 falling targets 
9x11 inches. The winner declared from 
the most plates knocked down and the 
least ammunition expended. Each team 
consisted of five men, with light combat 
packs, no slings, sight leafs down, until 
the 300-yard line was reached, no touch- 
ing of bolts until they were in the prone 
position, at which position they fired. If 
one member of the five-man team lost 
his hat (they didn’t) the whole team was 
disqualified. 

The Thirty-ninth, Sixty-second Com- 
pany team, consisting of Sgt. Mattie, 
Pfe. Bachora and Robison of the Sixty- 
second Company and Cpl. Cambell and 
Pvt. Hunter of the Thirty-ninth Com- 
pany were declared the winners by 
knocking down 8 plates and having 16 
rounds left after the alloted time. The 
Thirty-eighth and Headquarters team 
consisting of Pfc. Fulton, Pvts. Thatcher 
and Taylor of the Headquarters Detach- 
ment. Sgt. Hien and Pvt. Clayton of the 
38th Company took second place by 
knocking down 6 plates and having 24 


Baseball team of the Fourth Regiment who won the 1929 baseball championship of 
Shanghai, China. They won 10 games, lost none. Standing, left to right: Passmore, 
McTyre, Johnson, Jackson, Clark, Conyers, Jones, Pearce, Felter. .Sitting, left to 
right: Cogsdell, June, Fine, Welch, Skipwith, Colonel Lyman, Lieutenant Baylis, 
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rounds left. The British team against 
the Marines first knocked down only five 
plates and had seven rounds left, while 
the team against the Marines who came 
in second knocked down six plates and 
had only 8 rounds left. 

After the match, cups were presented 
to the winners by Major Wymess, com- 
mandant of the British Legation. Cap- 
tain G. Sturgis of the Thirty-ninth com 
pany coached the two Marine teams. 


U. S. ARMY POLO TEAM DEFEATS 
MARINE QUARTET AT TIENTSIN 
Tientsin, Oct. 2.—On Monday after 

noon the polo teams representing the U. 

S. Army troops in China and the Peking 

Marine Legation Guard met at the polo 

field, at the Tientsin Race Club, with 

the former coming off the victors. 

The final score, 7 to 2, in favor of the 
Army, gives little indication of the keen 
playing of both teams. The game was 
filled with excitement from the first to 
the fourth and last chukker with each 
chukker having its share of spectacular 
plays by each team. 

Too much cannot be said for the game- 
ness and fighting spirit shown by the 
Marine team. Matched against a team 
of seasoned handicap players, the Lega 
tion Guard officers keenly contested every 
attack of the Army team and, not being 
content to remain on the defensive, 
launched counter-attacks to keep the 
local supporters on their toes through 
out the game. 

The outstanding player of the after 
noon was Captain J. A. Nichols, 15th 
Infantry, who not only captained his 
team to victory but led in the attack 
He was here, there and everywhere, ai- 
ways on the ball in every play with an 
aggressiveness that marks him as one 
of the leading polo players in the Far 
East and among the best in the Army. 

Second to the wonderful playing of 
Captain Nichols was the outstanding 
playing of Lieutenant Ferguson of the 
Legation Guard team. Several times 
during the game this player broke 
through the Army’s attack and carried 
the ball into the shadow of the Army’s 
goal, once for a score. 

The game was cleanly played and 
marked by good sportsmanship through- 
out. Only two fouls were committed 
during the match, both being technical 


Travres, Holmdale, Alexander, Lane. 
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in nature. Lieutenant Wyman, of the 
Peking Interport team, refereed the 
game in a very creditable manner. 

The scoring did not start until the 
second chukker when the Army scored 
two goals and the Marines one. The 
third chukker saw the Army tally three 
more while the Marines had to be con- 
tent with one. In the final chukker the 
Army held the Marines scoreless while 
they scored two more, giving the final 
result of seven to two. 

The two teams lined-up as follows: 
Army—Captain Moore (1), No. 1; Cap- 
tain Nichols (4), No. 2; Lieutenant 
Smith (2), No. 3, and Lieutenant Boat- 
ner, No. 4. 

The Legation Guard team was com- 
posed of Captain Brooks, No. 1; Cap 
tain Sturgis (1), No. 2; Lieutenant Fer- 
guson (1), No. 3, and Captain Curtis, 
No. 4. 

Upon the completion of the match the 
Marine team was presented with beau- 
tiful silver cups by Mrs. Taylor, wife of 
Colonel Jas. D. Taylor, U. S. A., com- 
manding the U. S. troops in China. Music 
was furnished by the Fifteenth Infantry 
Band.—From the China Illustrated Re- 
view of October 5, 1929. 


CIVILIAN GUN CLUB IN MATCHES 
WITH MARINES OF N.A.D., DOVER 
On October 12 the Marine team at 

Naval Ammunition Depot, Dover, N. J., 

lst Lieut. James Ackerman command- 

ing, were entered in another competition 
with the Roxbury Rifle and Pistol Club 
on the club range at Dover. 

Each team entered eight men with an 
understanding that it would be an indi- 
vidual match, cash prizes being awarded 
for first, second and third places, in ad- 
dition, a medal awarded to high man, 
the medal being donated by the Roxbury 

The match was fired at two hundred 
yards, and consisted of twenty rounds, 
five prone, five sitting, five standing at 
the “A” target, and five standing to 
prone rapid-fire at the “D” target, with 
a time limit of thirty seconds. 

The match was one of the most inter- 
esting matches witnessed on the Rox- 
bury Range. When the final scores were 
completed, the records showed one man 
high, two tied for second and three tied 
for third place. The ties were shot off 
by each man firing one round at off- 
hand. At the completion of firing off 
the ties, the Marine team won first, 
second and third places. To decide 
third place, a Marine and a civilian had 
to fire three rounds each. 

The highest individual score was made 
by Corporal Henderson, of the Marines, 
who shot ninety-six (96) out of a pos- 
sible one hundred (100). Corporal Hen- 
derson won the Roxbury Club. Second 
place, ninety-five (95), and third place, 
ninety-four (94). 


Best five scores for Marines....... 471 
Best five scores for Roxbury...... 464 
Total scores, eight men, Marines.... 719 
Total scores, eight men, Roxbury... 692 
27 


When the smoke of the several ties 
cleared away, Corporal Henderson, of 
the Marines, was winner of a bronze 
medal and high money. Private Strahl 
and First Sergeant Banta were second 


and third. 
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Following are those whose scores were 
above ninety per cent: 

Cpl. Robert D. Henderson, U. S. M. C., 
first place (96); Private Fred T. Strahl, 
U. S. M. C., second place (95); First 
Sergeant Sheffield M. Banta, U. S. M. C., 
third place (94). Out-of-the-money per- 
formances of other Marines were: Lau- 
dan (94) and Ackerman (92). 


NAVY DAY ATHLETICS IN SAINT 
THOMAS, VIRGIN ISLANDS 
By Julien C. Stinnett 

Those traditional rivals, the “Leather- 
necks,” and “Gobs” again found them- 
selves arrayed against each other on the 
field of battle in a combination field, 
track and swimming meet, held in the 
forenoon of Navy Day, Oct. 28. Every 
race or event in which both organiza- 
tions were represented was hotly—nay, 
almost bitterly, contested, and in sum 
ming up the results, we find the honors 
just about even with the Marines hav- 
ing perhaps just a shade the best of the 
argument. 

“Nicaragua Bill’? Gold, USMC, was the 
outstanding individual star with one first 
place and one second besides running 
third on the winning relay team. 

The results follow: 100-yard dash, 
Lawton, USN, first; Herbert, USN, sec 
ond, and Williams, USMC, third. 

220-yard dash—Gold, USMC,; Martin, 
USMC, and Hamilton, USMC, third. 

440-yard relay—Marine team first, con- 
sisting of Gold, Williams, Venuti, and 
Stinnett. No second prize awarded. 

75-yard three-legged race—Lusenhop 
and Zawadski, USMC, first. 

50-yard sack race—Mozingo, first, 
USN, and Lusenhop, USMC, second. 

Tug-o’-War—Navy Yard team, first. 
No second prize awarded. 

Burro race—Bauers, USN, first, and 
Williams, USN, second. No Marines 
entered. 

Obstacle race—Fries, USN, first, and 
McKinley, USN, second. No Marines en- 
tered. 

50-yard free-style swim—Darby, USN, 
first; Gold, USMC, second, and Stout, 
USMC, third. 

Baseball game was won by the Navy. 
The batteries were: Navy, Fries and Mc- 
Kinley; Marines, Bates, Fuller, Martin 
and Carter. 


ANNUAL RIFLE-PISTOL MATCH IN 
CHINA SPLIT WITH U. S. ARMY 
By Hugh Maddox 
The annual rifle and pistol match with 
the Army stationed at Tientsin which 
took place on the Marines’ range at the 
Internaticnal Rifle Range resulted in an 
even break, with the Marines taking the 
rifle match and the Army the pistol, on 
Tuesday and Wednesday, September 17 

and 18. 

The rifle match was nip and tuck from 
the start until the five hundred yard 
range, at which point the firing of the 
Army team went to pieces, both days of 
fring. On the first day the Marines 
were only eight points in the lead after 
leaving the three hundred yard line the 
Leathernecks picked up twenty-four 
Points and added nine on the six hundred 
yard line to take the lead after the first 
day’s firing by thirty-three points. 

The second day’s shooting was much 
the same story, at the five hundred yard 
mound, the Marines were only seven 
points ahead of the Army, in the day’s 
shooting, but as on the previous day, the 
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PEKING RIFLE AND PISTOL TEAM 
Front row: Cpl. T. E. Richards, Pvt. M. C. Peterson, Major W. H. Rupertus, Executive 
Officer, Legation Guard; Lt. F. C. Biebush, Coach and Team Captain; Cpl. L. E. Straub, 
Cpl. C. F. Crisell. .Back row: Cpl. E. C. Tipton, Gy. Sgt. Mietzell, assistant coach 
and alternate; Sgt. L. D. Cox, alternate; Pvt. E. W. Orr, Pvt. F. H. Hegle and 
Pvt. W. L. Kiser. 


Army went to pieces and dropped thirty- 
eight points, four more points to make 
it a total of forty-two for the day were 
gained at the six hundred yard line, for 
the Marines to win by seventy-five points. 

The outstanding man of the rifle match 
was Private Kiser (Headquarters), of 
the Marines, who turned in a score of 
333 for the first day and 339 for the 
second day’s shooting. Howard, of the 
Army, was running him close second on 
the second day’s shooting, but Kiser, 
after being even with him on the first 
two ranges started to pull away from 
him on the longer ranges. 


Pistol Matches 

The pistol match was fired on Wed- 
nesday afternoon and it was at this 
time that the Army got revenge by 
smothering the Marines from start to 
finish. At no time during the match 
were the Marines holding the upper 
hand. Rhodes of the Army turned in 
the high score of 504 for the best score 
of the match, the second place was taken 
by the Army. Travers, with 499, Kiser, 
who in the morning, had turned in a 339 
score with the rifle proved to be the 
best of the Marines with the pistol turn- 
ing in a score of 480. 


Army Officers Feted 

On Thursday afternoon following the 
rifle and pistol matches, the officers of 
the American Legation Guard were host 
to the officers of the Army rifle and pis- 
tol teams. The tiffin took place at the 
Hotel Du Nord. Colonel Holeomb spoke 
in behalf of the Marine officers while 
Captain Eggers, coach and team captain 
of the Army team answered. 


Cups Presented 

The Rifle and Pistol Cups were pre- 
sented to the respective team captains, 
at a parade held on the glacis on Friday, 
September 20. At the command “offi- 
cers front and center” Captain Eggers 
of the Army and Lt. Biebush of the Ma- 
rines marched to the front, and were pre- 
sented with the cups by Lt. Stillman, ad- 
jutant of the formation, they then took 
their position with the reviewing officer. 

The coaching of this year’s team was 
in the hands of Lt. Biebush, and Gy. Sgt. 
Meitzell, both well known rifle and pistol 


shots throughout the Marine Corps, and 
much credit is due them for the showing 
of the Marine teams. 

Marines’ Rifle Scores 


333 339 672 
326 331 657 
330 327 657 
330 322 652 
Richards, Cpl. ......... 326 325 651 
3823 326 649 
326 323 649 
319 317 626 

5223 


Alternates: Sgt. Cox, Gy. Sgt. Meitzell. 
Army Rifle Scores 


Howard, FIG. 3825 333 658 
Guttrie, Pie. 318 331 649 
830 319 649 
Larimore, Pie. ......... 323 322 645 
330 311 641 
ae 321 319 460 
321 314 635 
312 319 631 


Alternates: Sgt. Polansky, Pfc. Staggs. 
*High individual. 
Army Pistol Scores 


Teavers, 206 Get... 254 245 499 
Bruckner, Sgt. ......... 252 239 491 
251 253 504 
218 2381 449 
226 240 466 

2409 

Marines’ Pistol Scores — 

237 225 462 
251 229 480 
230 246 476 
Meitzell, Gy. Sgt. ...... 242 224 466 
228 230 458 

2342 


High Individual 
Kiser’s score—first stage: 
23 2r 3s 3r 5s Sr 6 Tot. 
41 50 46 50 50 46 50 333 
Second stage: 
47 50 48 59 49 47 48 339 


672 
Team Average—Rifle 
Team Average—Pistol 
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YOU MOTOR BOAT 

JOCKEYS CAN GO BACK 
HOME Now./ AND CAPTURE 
YOURSELVES A LOAD OF 


HAIR TONIC « 


WE 


HE THOUGE oF ove 
VLAVER NO ALL 
ME COULD SAY was 
“SWEET 


MARINES -¥ 


Wq 
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BLAA/ BLAA/ 
YOUSE GUYS LOOK 
LIKE ROxyY ‘USHERS 


HIS IS HOW IT LOOKED FROM THE 
UPPER STANDS - ABOUT TRE T/ME 


DASHIELL DECIDED To GAIN A COupLA’” 


HUNDRED YARDS / 
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ORGANIZATION 


LEADER / // 


WORLD CAN BOAST SO 
_o A CHEER. 
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Job Insurance 


You've insured your home, your car, yourself. 
Have you ever thought of insuring your job? 

You feel perfectly safe in your present em- 
ployment—but are you? Remember that busi- 
ness inevitably goes through alternate periods of 
expansion and contraction. Some time the pendu- 
lum will start on the downward swing. How 
far will it go? Who can tell? 

Right now, you may be in a precarious position. 
Are you absolutely certain you would be retained 
if dull times struck your particular business? 
You've seen other men laid off during slack 
periods—you felt sorry for them. Can you be 
sure that your wife and children will not suffer 
because of your unemployment? 


Of course you can! You've noticed that the 
more capable men are always retained when a 
cut is necessary. Therefore, why not make your- 
self a better workman than your fellows? You 
want a higher position some day—but you ought 
first to make your present place secure. Building 
for the future will be safer and easier because 
of it. 


Job insurance of this type is unfailing and in- 
expensive. A great institution—The International 
Correspondence Schools—has been offering it since 
1891. In that time, more than 3,500,000 people 
have literally taken out policies to hold old jobs 
and win new ones. 


A short, elementary course, that will help to 
insure your job, costs surprisingly littl—for the 
confidence and security that it gives. With a 
strengthened position and increased salary, you 
can enter upon advanced courses that will give 


you the training to go correspondingly further. 
It is a simple, cumulative process and the possi- 
bilities are limitless. 

In this “Universal University,” you may study 
at home in your spare time—while your work 
goes on without interruption. 


Do you care enough about your job to insure 
it against misfortune? The coupon will help you 
—without obligation to yourself. 


Mail the coupon for Descriptive Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal University’ 

Box 5276-H, Seranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your hook- 
let, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about the course 

before which I have marked X in the list below: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management Salesmanship 

Industrial Management () Advertising 

Personnel Organization () Better Letters 

Traffic Management (JShow Card Lettering 
(Business Law L)Stenography and Typing 


(Banking and Finance Management (JEnglish 


(J Accountancy (including C.P.A.) ()Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting (Railway Mail Clerk 
] Bookkeeping ()Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary ()High School Subjects 
U Spanish O French C) Cartooning 
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Enginecring Architect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder 
Railroad Positions Structural Engineer 
Gas Engine Operating ‘Chemistry C) Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer Automobile Work 
Surveying and Mapping Airplane Engines 
Metallurgy 0 Mining Agriculture (© Navigation 
Steam Engineering Mathematics 0 Radio 


Street Address 


Occupation 
Persona residing in Conada should send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canade 


Me... 
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CLASS 


TENNIS TOURNAMENT AT 
GUANT 


ANAMO FEATURES 

MARINES 

The Marine baseball team here has 
not been getting together due to many 
transfers but recent reports show that 
this year is going to be a gala one for 
the Leathernecks. Haak, our star 
twirler, has been sizing the talent up 
and reports that he might be able to 
work out something. 

The Station Class Tennis Tournament 
ended up with a bang. The Marines 
again showed the way to the Navy by 
taking two first places. 

Class “A” Tournament 

Mr. Crowder, Cable Station, won first 
place after two hard battles against 
former champions. In beating Mr. 
Meisel he showed that even age cannot 
dent the spirit that lies within. Meisel, 
former champion of Guantanamo, fell 
an easy victim to Crowder’s slashing 
net game and lost two straight sets 
6-1 and 6-1. Then McKenzie, champion, 
1928, fell a hard victim to the same 
game by the tune of 6-4, 3-6, 5-7. Genial 
Scotch Mac was a good sport, and there 
are opinions that he let up towards the 
last. However, Crowder is capable of 
holding the championship against all 
comers as he proved in the all class play 
off, when he vanquished DISCO, our 
former West Virginia coalminer Marine 
by the tune of 6-4, 6-0. 

Class “B” 

Chisholm. L. W., private, USMC, 
showed rare form in beating dusky Solo 
mon and Agdamag in a wonderful cut 
ting game. Playing deep, Chisholm 
showed unerring form in cutting his 
balls just over the net that made it im 
p ssible to return, resulting in a win 
over Agdamag by the tune of 6-4, 6-0, 
winning the Cla4s “B” championship 
cup. 
Class “C” 

Disco, Steve, corporal, USMC, had 
very little competition in Class “C” until 
he met Commander McWhorter, U. S. 
Navy. Although he won, the comman 
dant gave him a very good game. After 
winning the Class “C” championship, 
Steve took on the winner of Class “D” 
and easily vanquished him and then took 
on the winner of Class “B,” his ship 
mate, *rivate Chisholm. Although 
thought to be out of Chisholm’s class, 
and underrated, at least by the style of 
game showed by Chisholm, Disco, only 
about four or five months of tennis be 
hind him, showed a world of speed and 
non-plussed Chisholm by his returns and 
unerring net work. Disco won, 6-3, 4-6, 


6-1. A little more experience for this 
player in back-hand work will make him 
a formidable player. Disco, after win 


ning the Class “B,” “C” and “D” cham 
pionships, fell before the old veteran, 
Crowder, completely outclassed as was 
expected, but putting up ony such a 
game as a sturdy youngster can against 
the brainy headwork of a veteran. 


Class “D” 

Cunningham, U. S. Navy, easily won 
this section of the Station Tournament. 
He was clearly out of his sphere and 
should have been in Class “C.” He fell 
a victim to the aggressiveness of Disco, 
Class “C” chempion, in the play-off. 

Cup winners: 

Crowder, F. R., winner Class “A 
all class championship. 


and 
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Chisholm, L. W., private, USMC, win- 
ner Class “B.” 

Disco, Steve, corporal, USMC, winner 
Class “C” and runner-up for Station 
championship. 

Cunningham, C. R., U. S. Navy, win- 
ner Class “D.” 


LINE-UP FOR ST. XAVIER GAME 

The following is the Marine line-up 
of this game, and too much credit can 
not be given any one of them. They 
started in the game full of fight and re- 
mained so until the very last play. 
O’Neil, Duncan, Dashiell, Glick and Har- 
rington deserve extra praise: 


Sitton Center 
Harrington Left end 
Glick Right end 
Cummings Right tackle 
Plain Left tackle 
Crowe Right guard 
Standley Left guard 
Duncan Quarterback 
Dashiell Left halfback 
Longe Right halfback 
O'Neil Fullback 


THIS 1929 ALL-MARINE FOOTBALL 
TEAM!! 

By Arthur Middleton 
ITHOUT a doubt, few people of 
the Marine Corps know what this 

1929 All-Marine football squad is up 
against this year. There seems to be a 
strong inclination to believe it a failure 
because of defeats so far this season. 
But, if they knew the circumstances that 
brought about these de- 
feats, there isn’t a 
doubt but what they 
would immediately see 
their mistake. 

In the first place the 
All-Marine team this 
year is a_ practically 
new outfit. Did you 
ever hear of a football 
team getting organized 
and then walking away 
with a lot of victories 
and honors the first 
season they played to- 
gether? I don’t believe 
you ever have. Well, 
it’s just about the same 
: case with the squad 

J.L.STANDLEY this year. With the 

Left Guard exception of three or 
four men, this outfit is 
completely new. Still, as the season 
goes on, they are “clicking together 
more and more, and the President’s Cup 
game, which they have just won, shows 
that they are getting under way quite 
efficiently. That was a good demonstra 
tion of football. Furthermore, it was 
a good opportunity to show a large num- 
ber of officers and men of the Marine 
Corps what they had in the “making.” 
Everyone who has seen the team in ac- 
tion this year knows that in the coming 
season the Marines are going to have a 
team that will equal the best colleges in 
the country. We have good reason to 
expect this. There are a lot of young 
fellows on the team this season who will 
develop into excellent material for 1930. 
Then, too, there are hopes also of secur- 
ing good material elsewhere to fill in the 
weak positions. 

To Head Coach Tom Keady and his 
assistants goes a great credit and dis- 
tinction: Taking an almost green squad 
and whipping them into such shape as to 
make the strong eleven that it is. “The 
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best we can with the tools we have” has 
been the slogan that Tom has had to 
work by this season, and he is to be con- 
gratulated for such wonderful success. 
If volunteers had to be waited for to take 
the job that he has had this year, I’m 
afraid the All-Marine eleven for the pres 
ent season would be lacking for a coach, 

There are no excuses being made about 
this year’s squad. They are doing fine 
under the conditions. 
They have done surpris- 
ingly well—in fact, a lit- 
tle more than was ex- 
pected of them. Still, 
there are no teams in the 
country that don’t have 
their weak seasons every 
now and then. The Ma- 
rines have enjoyed al- 
most complete success 
for the past few seasons 
and who would expect 
them to continue and 
never have a bad sea- 
son? That could not rea 
©. sonably be expected. It’s 

Richt Halfback just another of those 

“off years” when the 
squad is in the making, and without a 
doubt it is going to be made into a squad 
that can successfully compete against 
the best colleges of the country. 

Take some of the new candidates and 
size them up and it can readily be seen 
that they are going to be A-1 footbail 
material later on. For instance, there’s 
Glick, tall and fast, and an excellent 
punter. His first year with the squad, 
but certainly a bright prospect for next 
year. Billingsley, back, as good as could 
be boasted of any back in his class—his 
first year with the team. A number of 
others: Golden, Clyde Poppelman, 
Schwartz, Sitton, Standley, Swearingen 
and Truckenmiller are in their first year 
with the squad—yet they have played 
some excellent football this year. You 
can easily see what they will be after 
completing their first year. Sitton, for 
instance, played the entire game against 
the strong St. Xavier team in Cincinnati 
and was the subject of much favorable 
comment from spectators and coaches. 
Truckenmiller, formerly of Cornell Uni 
versity, is all that could be expected of 
a tackle. He does his work smoothly 
and efficiently. 

But, the main point about it all is that 
this squad is new—it’s in the making— 
and even in its “making” it isn’t doing 
so bad. So far it has won two games 
and lost two. There are still two mvre 
games on the schedule, and it can be 
reasonably predicted that it will win 
from Dayton University and Lebanon 
Valley, especially the latter. Dayton 
promises to be unusually hard and the 
7-0 score of last year, in our favor, will 
show that they aren’t anything that could 
be called easy. The score with Lebanon 
Valley last year was 31-0 our favor. No 
easy victory is expected at Harrisburg 
when we meet Lebanon Valley, either, 
for they made it clear last year that they 
would be better prepared this season. 
So, the very worst we can do with the 
six scheduled games this year is to lose 
three and win three. That’s a fifty-fifty 
proposition. And, as long as the All 
Marine team for 1930 promises to be as 
good, or better, than it has been for the 
past several seasons, I think the boys 
should be heartily congratulated for their 
record this season. 
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HELP!-! POLICE! 

She came into a police station with a 
photograph in her hand. 

“My husband has disappeared,” said 
she. “This is his photo.” And she 
handed Exhibit A to the inspector. 

“T want him found at once,” she added. 

The inspector looked up from the 
photograph. 

“Why?” he asked. 


—London Daily Chronicle. 


Anderson: “Sarge, 


Private 
cook just dropped a hundred feet.” 

Mess Sergeant: “A hundred feet! Was 
he badly hurt?” 

Private Anderson: 
only pigs’ feet.” 


a mess 


“Naw, they were 


The foreman was rebuking Pat for be- 
ing late. 

“Why is it,” he said, “that Johnson, 
who has to walk three miles to his work, 
is always here in time; and you, staying 
only around the corner, are always late?” 

“Sure,” said Pat, “that’s easily ex- 
plained: If he’s late, he can hurry a bit; 
but if I’m late I’m here, and it’s no good 
hurrying.”—Kablegram. 


Secondhand-Car Salesman — “There’s 
no road too rough for her, nor any hill 
too steep. She’s gone everywhere.” 

Customer (modestly)—“I’m afraid she 
has."—T. S. News. 


A very angry ship’s cook came in to 
see the Editor last week. “Look here,” 
he cried, “What do you mean by that 
item in the ship’s paper announcing my 
retirement after 16 years’ service?” 

“But I was told it was true,’ answered 
the Editor. 

“Of course it’s true,” said the Ship’s 
Cook, “but I want to know why you 
printed it under ‘Galley Improvements’.” 


—RBallast. 


Dental Officer:—Why don’t you brush 
your teeth? 

Embryo Marine:—I do; I brush them 
religiously. 
_ Dental Officer:—What do you mean re- 
ligiously ? 
_ Embryo Marine :—Every Sunday morn- 
ing. 
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HIS DAILY DOZEN 


Three boys entered a village confec- 
tionary. The rather gruff proprietor said 
to the first boy, “What do you want, my 
poy ?” 

“A dime’s worth of bull’s-eyes, please,” 

The old man climbed a ladder, brought 
down the jar that contained the bull’s- 
eyes, made up the packet and returned 
the jar to the shelf. Then he asked the 
second boy what he wanted. 

“A dime’s worth of bull’s-eyes, please.” 
was the answer. 

“Why didn’t you say so before?” said 
the old man, irritably, as he went for 
the ladder again. “Do you want a dime’s 
worth of bull’s-eyes, too?” he demanded 
of the third boy. 

“No,” replied the third boy. 

The old man climbed to the shelf again, 
brought down the jar, made up the sec- 
ond packet of bull’s-eyes, restored the 
jar to the shelf, and once more put the 
ladder away. 

“Well, my boy, what do you want?” 
he demanded of the third boy. 

“A nickel’s worth of bull’s-eyes,” came 
the answer. 


Country Lass (noting the youth of 
many sailors in San Pedro): “What's 
the age limit for sailors?” 

Other Femme (with many years of ex- 
perience in said city): “Listen, Dearie, 
a sailor at any age is the limit.” 


Chow Chuck wanted to be up-to-date, 
so he printed the following words of 
celestial wisdom on the back of his laun- 
dry tickets: 

“If you like my self-conscious laundry 
work, dispatch a telegram by Special 
Delivery to friends both large and 
smaller and I will come more faster to 
exhibit the best satisfaction. 

“Jim Lee down street very crosseyed 
and sow buttons on tails of most hon- 
orable shirts but CHOW CHUCK wear 
glasses and see twice as more. 

“Trusting to be honored by most hon- 
orable work, CHOW CHUCK.” 


—Kablegram. 


Johnson, a bachelor, had been to call 
on his sister, and was shown the new 
baby. The next day, some friends asked 
him to describe the new arrival. 

Johnson replied, reminiscently, “Typi- 
cal man-about-town, clean-shaven, red- 
faced, and a very hard drinker.” 


—tTenn. Tar. 
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CAUSE OF STATIC 

“Mose, can you explain wireless teleg- 
raphy to me?” 
“Yassuh, it’s like dis: Ef you-all had 
a long, long houn’ dawg, an’ he stretched 
from Boston to Newport, and you stepped 
on his tail in Boston, he would howl in 
Newport. Dat am telegraphy. Only in 
wiahless you does de same thing with- 
out de dawg.”—Recruit. 


New Company Clerk: “Sergeant, shall 
I put my initials on the letters I type 
so they can be traced?” 
Hard-Boiled Top: “Naw! Your dirty 
fingerprints all over ’em are identifica- 
tion enough.” 


A woman who was very fond of bar- 
gains came home from the winter sale 
and displayed her purchases. 

“Why have you bought this?” de- 
manded her husband, taking up a brass 
door-plate with the name ‘Wilkins’ on it.” 

“Well, it was so cheap,” replied the 
wife. “Only think, I gave only five cents 
for it; and it must have cost five dol- 
lars!” 

“But why throw away five cents? Of 
what possible use is it?” 

“Oh, you never know how things will 
happen. You might die, and I might 
marry a man named ‘Wilkins’.” 


—Kablegram. 


She was a typical would-be flapper at 
the tender age of forty, and seemed in- 
tent on “landing” poor little me before 
the evening’s festivities progressed much 
further. 

So I said to her, “Do you remember 
the boy who used to pull your pig-tails 
in school?” 

She said, “Oh, is that who you are?” 

And I said, “No, that was my father.” 


—Yarn. 


“So you, too, knew Jimmy Hoggarty, 
huh? The guy that was shot up tryin’ 
to take a machine gun nest?” 
“Sure, me an’ him was bunkies all 
durin’ the war.” 
“What d’ya mean, ‘bunkies’; you 
weren’t even in the same company.” 
. oe but we both believed the same 
unk.” 
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THE GAZETTE 


Major General Wendell C. Neville 
Commandant 


Officers last commissioned in the grades 
indicated: 
Col. Thos. M. Clinton. 
Lt. Col. Arthur Racicot. 
Maj. Wm. G. Hawthorne. 
Capt. Frank 8. Flack. 
ist Lt. Chas. L. Pike. 
Officers last to make number in the 
rades indicated: 
Col. Jas. T. Buttrick 
Lt. Col. Tom D. Barber. 
Maj. Chas. A. Wynn 
Capt. Chas. J. Lohmiller 
Ist Lt. Ralph D. McAfee. 


MARINE CORPS CHANGES 


OCTOBER 17, 1929. 
No changes were announced 


OCTOBER 18, 1929 

ist Lt. Grover C. Darnall, detached Second Bri- 
gade, Nicaragua, to Department of the Pacific via 
first available Government conveyance 

2nd Lt. Arthur FPF. Binney, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to report not 
later than November 7th 

2nd Lt. Robert G. Ballance, assigned to duty at 
MB, NYd, Mare Island, Calif. 

2nd Lt. Charles Popp. assigned to duty at MB, 
NYd, Mare Island, Calif 

2nd Lt. Ernest E. Pollock, detached MB, NYd. 
New York, N. Y., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to re- 
port not later than November 7th ° 

2nd Lt. Perry O. Parmelee, detached MB, NYd. 
New York, N. Y¥., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to re- 
port not later than November 7th. 

Chf. Pay Clk. Lawrence A. Frankland, detached 
Office of the Assistant Paymaster, Philadelphia. 
Pa.. to MB, NS, Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, via the 
USS “Kittery.’’ scheduled to sail from Hampton 
Roads, Va., on or about October 23rd 


OCTOBER 19, 1929 

ist Lt. Monroe S. Swanson, assigned to duty at 
MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif 

lst Lt. Francis M. Wulbern, on October 20th 
detached MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif., to MB, 
NAS, San Diego 

2nd Lt. Albert L. Gardner, detached Fourth 
Regiment, China, to MB, NS, Cavite, P. I 

2nd Lt. Charles B. Mitchell, detached MB. 
Quantico, Va., to MB, NOB, Hampton Roads, Va 

Chf. Pay Clk. Fred J. Klingenhagen, assigned 
to duty in the office of Assistant Paymaster, San 
Francisco, Calif 


OCTOBER 21, 1929 

Captain Charles E. Rice, detached MCB. NOB, 
San Diego, Calif.. to MB, NYd, Charleston, S. C 

Ist Lt. Everett H. Clark, resignation accepted 
to take effect November 6th 

Ist Lt. Thomas J. Cushman, detached First Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to Observation Squadron 9M, Ist Brie.. 
Haiti 

2nd Lt. Richard P. Ross, Jr.. detached MCB. 
NOB, San Diego, Calif.. to Asiatic Station via 
the USS ‘“‘Henderson,’’ scheduled to sail from San 
Diego, Calif., on or about November 6th 


OCTOBER 22, 1929. 
Major Robert L. Denig, detached MB. Quantico. 
Va., to Nicaraguan National Guard Detachment. 


‘via the USS “Nitro. scheduled to sail from 


Hampton Roads, Va., on or about November 2 

2nd Lt. Frank H. Wirsig. detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to report not 
later than November 7th 


OCTOBER 23, 1929. 

Captain John D. Lockburner. assigned to duty 
at MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif 

ist Lt. Thomas B. White, detached NAS, NOB. 
San Diego, Calif.. to NAS, Pensacola, Fla. to 
report not later than December Ist 

Ist Lt. Willlam G. Manley, detached MB, Quan- 
tico, Va., to NAS, NOB, Hampton Roads, Va., to 
report not later than January Ist 

2nd Lt. William W. Conway, detached MB. 
Quantico, Va., to NAS. Pensacola, Fla., to report 
not later than December Ist. 

2nd Lt. Sidney R. Williamson, detached NAS, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif.. to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., 
to report not later than December Ist 

2nd Lt. Calvin R. Freeman, on October 23rd 
detached NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif., to NAS, 
Pensacola, Fla., to report not later than Novem- 
ber 7th 

2nd Lt. Samuel S. Jack, detached NAS, Pensa- 
cola, Fla., to NAS. NOB, San Diego, Calif 

2nd Lt. Bernard H. Kirk, detached NAS, Pensa- 
cola, Fla., to NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif 

2nd Lt. Raymond P. Rutledge. detached NAS. 
Pensacola, Fla.. to NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif 

2nd Lt. Hartnoll J. Withers, detached First Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to MB, NAS. Lakehurst. N. J., via 
first available Government conveyance 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. Elmo Reagan, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to report 
not later than December Ist. 


THE IEATHERNECK 


OCTOBER 24, 1929 

No changes were announced 
OCTOBER 25, 1929 

Captain Herman R. Anderson, on November 15th 
detached MB, NYd, Mare Island, Calif., to MD, 
USS ‘Saratoga.’ 

Captain Robert C. Thaxton, on reporting of 
relief detached MD, USS ‘“‘Saratoga,”’ to Depart- 
ment of the Pacific. 

OCTOBER 26, 1929. 

No changes were announced 
OCTOBER 28, 1929 

2nd Lt. Marion L. Dawson, Jr., detached Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to MB. NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. Richard J. DeLacy, detached NAS. 
Pensacola, Fla., to AS, WCEF, NAS, NOB, San 
Diego, Calif 
OCTOBER 29, 1929. 

No changes were announced. 

OCTOBER 30, 1929. 

Captain George T. Hall, detached MB, NYd, 
Boston, Mass., to MB. NAD, Hingham, Mass. 

Captain Hans O. Martin, assigned to duty with 
MD, NP, NYd, Mare Island, Calif. 

OCTOBER, 31, 1929 

Ist Lt. Robert G. Hunt, detached MB, NYd. 
Puget Sound, Wash., to MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif 

Qm. Clk. Ray O'Toole. appointed a quarter- 
master clerk and assigned to duty at MB, NYd, 
Puget Sound, Wash 
NOVEMBER 1, 1929 

No changes were announced. 

NOVEMBER 2, 1929 

Ist Lt. Herbert P. Becker. detached AS, WCEF, 
NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif.. to NAS, Pensacola, 
Pla., to report not later than December Ist. 

Ist Lt. Lawrence T. Burke, assigned to duty at 
MB. NYd, Puget Sound, Washington 

Ist Lt. Franklin G. Cowie, detached AS, Second 
Brigade, Nicaragua, to AS, ECEF, MB, Quantico, 
Va. 

NOVEMBER 4, 1929. 

No changes were announced 
NOVEMBER 5, 1929 

Lt.-Col. Richard B. Creecy, detached Headquar- 
ters Department of the Pacific, San Francisco, 
Calif., to Garde d'Haiti, Port au Prince, Haiti 

Lt.-Col. Fred D. Kilgore, detached Headquarters 
Western Recruiting Division, San Francisco, 
Calif., to Headquarters Department of the Pacific. 
San Francisco, Calif 

Major Julian P. Willcox, detached MB, NYd., 
Puget Sound, Wash., to Headquarters Western 
Recruiting Division, San Francisco, Calif 

Captain Roscoe Arnett, assigned to duty at 
MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif 

Captain Thomas A. Tighe, assigned to duty with 
Fourth Regiment, China 

Ist Lt. Ira L. Kimes, detached AS, WCEF, NAS, 
San Diego, Calif., to NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to re- 
port not later than December Ist. 

2nd Lt. Robert G. Ballance, detached MB, NYd. 
Mare Island, Calif.. to AS, WCEF, NAS, San 
Diego, Calif 

2nd Lt. William D. Saunders, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., to AS, WCEF, NAS, San 
Diego, Calif 

Chf. Pay Clk. Fred J. Klingenhagen, detached 
Office of the Assistant Paymaster, San Francisco, 
Calif.. to Headquarters Marine Corps, Washing- 
ton, D. C 
NOVEMBER 6, 1929 

Lt.-Col. Richard B. Creecy, relieved from detail 
as an Assistant Adjutant and Inspector. 

Lt.-Col. Fred D. Kilgore, detailed as an As- 
sistant Adjutant and Inspector 

Major Louis M. Bourne, about December ist 
detached AS, Second Brigade, Nicaragua, to AS, 
ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va., via first available Gov- 
ernment conveyance 

Captain John C. Wood, detached MB, NAD, 
Hingham, Mass., to Nicaraguan National Guard 
Detachment via steamer sailing from New Or- 
leans, La., on or about November 20th 

2nd Lt. Joseph W. Earnshaw. detached Fourth 
Regiment, China, to MD, USS “Pittsburgh.” 


NOVEMBER 7, 1929 

Captain Otto Salzman, detached MD, NP, Nyd. 
Mare Island, Calif., to Nicaraguan National Guard 
Detachment via Army transport scheduled to sail 
from San Francisco, Calif., on or about Novem- 
ber 27th 

Captain John C. Wemple, on Dec. Ist detached 
MB, NYd, Mare Island, Calif.. to MB, NYd, 
Philadelphia, Pa 

Captain Ralph R. Robinson, on December Ist 
detached MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif., to MD, 
RS, NYd, New York, N. Y¥ 

Ist Lt. Lewis A. Hohn, on December Ist de- 
tached MB, Norfolk NYd, Portsmouth, Va., to 
MB, Parris Island. 8S. C. 


NOVEMBER 8, 1929 

Major Calhoun Ancrum, detached MB, NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif., to MB, Norfolk NYd, Ports- 
mouth, Va., via Army transport scheduled to 
sail from San Francisco, Calif., on or about No- 
vember 27th 

Major Ralph J. Mitchell, detached NAS, NOB, 
San Diego, Calif., to AS, Second Brigade, Nica- 


December, 1929 


ragua, via Army transport scheduled to sail from 
San Francisco, Calif., on or about November 27t! 

Major Arthur J. White, detached Department 
of the Pacific to MB, Quantico, Va., via Army 
transport scheduled to sail from San Francisco, 
Calif., on or about November 27th . 

2nd Lt. John D. Blanchard, detached MB, NAS, 
Pensacola, Fla., to First Brigade, Haiti, via the 
USS “Kittery."’ scheduled to sail from Hampton 
Roads, Va., on or about November 27th. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. Calvin A. Lloyd, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to First Brigade, Haiti, via the 
USS “Kittery.” scheduled to sail from Hampton 
Roads, Va., on or about November 27th. 

Qm. Clk. Oswald Brosseau, appointed a quar- 
termaster clerk and assigned to duty at MB, 
Parris Island, S. C. 


NOVEMBER 9, 1929. 

Captain Joseph C. Grayson, detached MCB, 
NOB, San Diego, Calif., to Second Brigade, Nica- 
ragua, via USS “Nitro,” scheduled to sail from 
San Diego, Calif., on or about January 2nd. 

Ist Lt. John C. Donehoo, detached MB, NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif.. to Second Brigade, Nica- 
ragua, via the USS “Nitro,”’ scheduled to sail 
from San Diego, Calif.. on or about January 2nd 

Ist Lt. Roy W. Conkey, detached MB, NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif., to Second Brigade, Nicaragua, 
via the USS ‘Salinas,’ scheduled to sail from 
San Pedro, Calif., on or about December 10th 

lst Lt. Walter W. Wensinger, detached MB, 
Pacific Coast Torpedo Station, Keyport, Wash., 
to Second Brigade, Nicaragua, via the USS 
“Sapelo,” scheduled to sail from San Pedro, Calitf., 
on or about December 13th. 

Ist Lt. Eugene H. Price, detached MCB, NOB, 
San Diego, Calif., to Second Brigade, Nicaragua, 
via the USS “Sapelo,”’ scheduled to sail from 
San Pedro, Calif., on or about December 13th. 

Ist Lt. Edward Selby, detached MB, NYd, 
Charleston, S. C., to Nicaragua National Guard 
Detachment via the SS ‘Columbia,’ scheduled to 
sail from New York, N. Y., on or about Nov. 28 

Ist Lt. Harry E. Dunkelberger, detached MD, 
RS, NYd, Puget Sound, Wash., to Second Brigade, 
Nicaragua, via the USS “‘Nitro,’’ scheduled to sail 
from San Diego, Calif., on or about January 2nd 

2nd Lt. Thomas C. Perrin, detached MB, NYd, 
Charleston, S. C., to MB, NYd, Boston, Mass 

The following named officers detached from sta- 
tions indicated to Second Brigade, Nicaragua, via 
the USS “‘Vega,”’ scheduled to sail from San 
Diego, Calif., on or about November 30th 

Captain James P. Schwerin, MB, NYd, Puget 
Sound, Wash. 

Ist Lt. Robert S. Viall, MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif. 

Ist Lt. Rupert R. Deese, MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif. 

Ist Lt. Charles W. Pohl, MCB, NOB, San Diego, 
Calif. 

2nd Lt. James H. N. Hudnall, MD, RS, DB, 
San Diego, Calif. 


NOVEMBER 11, 1929. 

Ist Lt. William F. McDonnell, retired as of 
November 7th. 

2nd Lt. Ralph D. McAfee, detached MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to First Brigade, Haiti, via the USS 
“Kittery,” scheduled to sail from Hampton 
Roads, Va., on or about November 27th. 


NOVEMBER 12, 1929. 

Colonel James O. Breckinridge, on or about De- 
cember 28th, detached MB, Quantico, Va., to 
MD, AL, Peiping, China, via the SS ‘President 
Jefferson,”’ scheduled to sail from San Francisco, 
Calif., on or about January 3rd 

lst Lt. Lawrence T. Burke, detached MB, NYd, 
Puget Sound, Wash., to AS, WCEF, NAS, San 
Diego, Calif., to report on December Ist 

Ist Lt. Evans F. Carlson, detached MB, NY4d, 
Puget Sound, Wash., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, 
Pa., via Army Transport scheduled to sail from 
San Francisco, Calif., on or about November 27th. 

Ist Lt. Frank S. Gilman, detached MB, NYd, 
Philadelphia, Pa., to First Brigade, Haiti, via the 
USS “Kittery,’’ scheduled to sail from Hampton 
Roads, Va., on or about November 27th. 

lst Lt. William Ulrich, detached MB, NY4d. 
Mare Island, Calif., to MB, Quantico, Va., via 
Army transport scheduled to sail from San Fran- 
cisco, Calif.. on or about November 27th. 

lst Lt. William N. McKelvy, detached MB, NS, 
Guam, to Department of the Pacific via first 
available Government conveyance. 

2nd Lt. John F. Hough, on reporting of relief 
detached MD, USS “Florida,” to MB, Norfolk 
NYd, Portsmouth, Va. 

2nd Lt. Frank J. Uhlig, on or about December 
15th detached Mb, NS, New Orleans, La., to MD, 
USS “Florida,” to report on board on January 
2nd. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. John S. McNulty, detached MB, 
NS, Guam, to Department of the Pacific via 
first available Government conveyancc 

The following named officers detached stations 
indicated to Department of the Pacific via first 
available Government conveyance. 

Major Adolph B. Miller, Fourth Regiment, China. 

Captain Charles T. Brooks, MD, AL, Peipine, 
China. 

Ist Lt. Gordon Hall, MD, USS “Tulsa.” 

Ist Lt. Edmund M. Callaway, MD, USS 
“Helena.” 
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Ist Lt. James M. Smith, Fourth Regiment, 


China. 


ist Lt. Frederick W. Biehl, Fourth Regiment, 


China. 
ist Lt. John W. Laks, Fourth Regiment, China. 


Ist Lt. Melvin E. Fuller, Fourth Regiment. 


China. 


ist Lt. Frederick C. Biebush, MD, AL, Peiping, 


China. 
2nd Lt. Albert L. Gardner, MB, NS, Cavite, 

2nd Lt. John H. Stillman, MD, AL, Peiping. 

China. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. Paul H. Benz, Fourth Regiment, 
China. 

NOVEMBER 13, 1929. 

Major Charles S. McReynolds, died on Novem- 
ber 11th. 

Captain John F. Blanton, detached MB, Parris 
Island, S. C., to Second Brigade, Nicaragua, via 
steamer sailing from New Orleans, La., on or 
about November 19th 

Ist Lt. Emery E. Larson, detached MB, NAD, 
Puget Sound, Wash., to Second Brigade, Nica- 
ragua, via Army transport scheduled to sail from 
San Francisco, Calif., on or about November 27th 

ist Lt. Merlin F. Schneider, detached MB, Par- 
ris Island, S. C., to MB, NOB, Hampton Roads, 
Virginia. 

2nd Lt. Arthur H. Butler, detached First Bri- 
gade, Haiti, to AS, ECEF, MB, Quantico, Va., via 
first available Government conveyance. 

QUARTERMASTER SERGEANTS 

Ried Beard—Quantico to M. B., Washineton. 

James R. Brown—Guam to Quantico. 

Frank X. Caspers—Philadelphia to Guam. 

Lincolen P. Davis—Quantico to Guam. 

Harry E. Detwiler—Promoted 16 August. 

Daniel E. Foran—Quantico to Portsmouth Prison 
Detachment. 

Niel C. Goodman—Quantico to Headquarters. 

Warren L. Granger—St. Thomas to Quantico. 

Warren L. Hinkle—Transferred to M. C. R. 13 
August. 

Francis M. Jackson—Quantico to Lakehurst. 

Frederick H. Moore—Quantico to Haiti 

Elmer T. Pantier—St. Thomas to Quantico. 

Garlin J. Price—Quantico to Phila. Bks. 

James C. Puckett—Guam to U. 8S. 

Earl Smith—Nicaragua to Quantico. 

John F. Smith—Parris Island to Quantico 

Joseph Straus—4th Reet. to U. 8. 

Louis A. Sullivan—Nicaragua to Parris Island. 

James W. Tenny—Promoted 16 August. 

Martin W. Texler—Promoted 26 October. 

Roland A. Wright—4th Reet. to San Diego. 

SUPPLY SERGEANTS 

Anthony J. Dowdle—Promoted 16 August. 

Leon Kohn—Parris Island to 4th Regt. 

Horace E. Lyon—Promoted 16 August. 

William L. Williams—Promoted 30 October. 


RECENT GRADUATES OF THE MARINE CORPS 
INSTITUTE, WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Capt. Hamilton Maxwell Harry Fleming— 
Spanish. 

Capt. Claud Authur Larkin—Spanish. 

Capt. Jacob Myers Pearce—-Bookkeeping and 
Accounting. 

Capt. Herbert Rose—Spanish. 

Ist Lt. Lawrence Thomas Burke—Bookkeeping 
and Accounting. 

2nd Lt. John Houghton Griebel—Spanish. 

2nd Lt. Francis Marion McAllister—Spanish. 

2nd Lt. Earl Henry Phillips—Spanish 

2nd Lt. Prentice Albion Shiebler—Spanish. 

2nd Lt. James Snedeker—Bookkeeping and Ac- 
counting. 

2nd Lt. Hawley Chapel Waterman—Spanish. 

2nd Lt. Sidney Roosevelt Williamson—Spanish. 

Set. Anthony Scalish—Warrant Officers’ Prep. 

Set. Wilmer Dean Aubrey—Radio. 

Set. Lennard Samuel Schaefer—Complete Auto. 

Set. Carl Edward Schaumloeffel—Structural 
Drafting. 

Set. Joseph Clarence Schwalke—Warrant Offi- 
cers’ Prep. 

_ Set. Joseph Clarence Schwalke—Selected Sub- 
Jects. 

Cpl. Peter Barthus—Electrical Engineering, 
Light & Railway Division. 

Cpl. Francis Micallef Brown—Spanish. 

Cpl. Harry Fitzgerald Gadsby—Auto. Electric 
Equipment. 

Cpl. Charlie Monroe Helms—Spanish. 

Cpl. Marcellus Jones Howard—Spanish. 

Cpl. James Hyrum Smith—Soil Improvement. 

Cpl. Clyde Hirman Warren—Aeroplane Engines. 

Pfc. Edward Victor Christopherson—Aeroplane 
Engines 

Pfc. Louis William Collins—Radio. 

Pfc. Victor Ernest Keller—Spanish. 

Pfc. Charles Joseph Mongeon—Spanish. 

Pfc. Charles Elliot Stoughton—Aeroplane En- 


Pvt. Ernest Van Edward Clouse—C. S. General 
Clerical. 

Pvt. Walter Howard Garrison—Radio. 

Pvt. Frank John Guzniczak—Spanish. 

Pvt. Richard Edward Harrington—Railway Pos- 
tal Clerk. 

Pvt. Earland John Lakin—Good English. 


— Donald Nisbet Roberton—Aeroplane En- 

gines. 

Pvt. Jasper Oakley Smyly—Farm Business Man- 
agement. 

Pvt. Harry Clyde Winters—Railway Postal Clerk. 
GRADUATES OF CORRESPONDENCE COURSES, 
MARINE CORPS SCHOOLS, QUANTICO, VA. 
B. W. Bierman, Capt., VMCR, Infantry Ad- 

vanced. 

J. T. Hoffman, 2nd Lt., VMCR, Signal Corps 

Basic. 

J. D. Johnson, ist Set., PMCR, Infantry Basic. 
W. O. McKay, Capt., FMCR, Infantry Ad- 
vanced. 
R. I. Whyte, 2nd Lt. VMCR, Quartermaster 

Dept. Basic. 

DEATHS 

RENOUFP, Arthur, Pay Clerk, retired, died October 
25, 1929, of disease, at Baltimore, Md. Next of 
kin: Edward P. Renouf, son, 18 Summit Avenue, 
East Orange, N. J. 

BRUGGEN, Alfred, Staff Sergeant, died October 8, 
1929, of disease, at the U. S. Naval Hospital, 
MB, NS, Guam, M. I. Next of kin: Miss Esther 
Brugegen, daughter, 72 Calle Prep., Cavite, P. I. 

BROWN, James William, Private, died October 
28, 1929, as result of a motorcycle accident near 
Nape, California. Next of kin: Mrs. Linda M. 
Harris, aunt. Star Route, Willard, Colorado. 

LAVOIE, William Phillip, Corporal, died October 
26, 1929, of disease at the U. S. Naval Hospital, 
Chelsea, Mass Next of kin: Mrs. Marie E. 
Lavoie, wife, 39 Harvard Square, Charlestown, 


Mass. 

McMASTERS, Murl, Private, died October 7, 1929, 
of disease, on board the U. S. S. “Henderson,” 
at sea. Next of kin: Mrs. Maud Murrell, sister, 
Barnsdall, Oklahoma. 

TROGLER, Lewis Harold, Corporal, died October 
5, 1929, as result of a gunshot wound received 
while attempting to restore order during a na- 
tive brawl, at Telpaneca, Nicaragua. Next of 
kin: Mrs. Linna A. Trogler, Box 744, Haines 
City, Florida. 

WOOD, Gwynne Lanier, Corporal, died October 5, 
1929, of self-inflicted gunshit wound, at Sumay, 
Guam. Next of kin: Mrs. Nellie E. Wood. 
mother, 5207 Delaware Ave., Nashville, Tenn. 

DITTMORE, Charles William, First Sergeant, F. 
M. C. R. (inactive), died October 24, 1929, at 
the U. S. Naval Hospital, New York, N. Y. 
Next of kin: Mrs. Louise Dittmore, wife, 38 West 
5th Street, Lowell, Mass. 

MILLER, George Frederick, Gunnery Sergeant. 
FP. M. C. R. (inactive), died October 21, 1929, 
of disease, at Portsmouth, Va. Next of kin: 
Mrs. Ruth K. Miller, wife, 22 Bainbridge Ave- 
nue, Craddock, Portsmouth, Virginia. 

KRAUSE, Hugo, Gunnery Sergeant, retired, died 
October 25, 1929, of disease, at Wildwood, N. J. 
Next of kin: Mrs. Ida Jost, sister, 1109 Sylvan 
Avenue, Oaklyn, N. J. 


NAVY TRANSPORT SAILINGS 

CHAUMONT—Leave Manila Nov. 24; arrive 
Guam Nov. 29, leave Nov. 29; arrive Honolulu, 
Dec. 8, leave Dec. 9; arrive San Diego Dec. 17, 
leave Dec. 19; arrive San Francisco Dec. 21 (via 
San Pedro). Will leave Mare Island Jan. 7 for the 
Asiatic on the following itinerary: Arrive San 
Francisco Jan. 7, leave Jan. 8; arrive San Pedro, 
Jan. 9, leave Jan. 10; arrive San Diego Jan. 11, 
leave Jan. 13; arrive Honolulu Jan. 20, leave Jan. 
21; arrive Guam Feb. 1, leave Feb. 3; arrive 
Manila Feb. 8 

HENDERSON—Left Honolulu Nov. 15: arrive 
Guam Nov. 27, leave Nov. 29; arrive Manila Dec. 5, 
leave Manila Jan. 9; arrive Guam Jan. 14, leave 
Jan. 15; arrive Honolulu Jan. 24, leave Jan. 25: 
arrive San Diego, Feb. 1, leave Feb. 4; arrive San 
Francisco Feb. 6 (via San Pedro). 

KITTERY—Will leave Hampton Roads Nov. 27 
for West Indies on the following schedule: Arrive 
Guantanamo Dec. 2, leave Dec. 3; arrive Port au 
Prince Dec. 4, leave Dec. 5; arrive Cape Haitien 
Dec. 6, leave Dec. 7: arrive San Juan Dec. 9, leave 
Dec. 9; arrive St. Thomas Dec. 10, leave Dec. 11; 
arrive Hampton Roads Dec. 16. 

NITRO—Left Corinto Nov. 13; arrive San Diego 
Nov. 21, leave November 22: arrive San Pedro 
Nov. 23, leave Nov. 23; arrive Puget Sound Nov. 
27, leave Dec. 3; arrive Mare Island Dec. 6, leave 
Dec. 16; arrive San Pedro, Dec. 17, leave Dec. 21; 
arrive San Diego Dec. 22, leave Jan. 2; arrive 
Corinto Jan. 9, leave Jan. 9; arrive Canal Zone 
Jan. 12, leave Jan. 14; arrive Hampton Roads 
Jan. 20, leave Jan. 25; arrive New York Jan. 26 
for overhaul. 

RAMAPO—Due Manila Nov. 29, scheduled to 
leave Manila Dec. 7; arrive San Pedro Jan. 3. 

SALINAS—Arrived Canal Zone Nov. 14, leave 
Nov. 26; arrive Corinto Nov. 29, leave Nov. 29; 
arrive San Pedro Dec. 8, leave Dec. 10; arrive 
Corinto Dec. 20, leave Dec. 20; arrive Canal Zone 
Dec. 23, leave Dec. 27; arrive Hampton Roads 
Jan. 4, leave Jan. 18; arrive Canal Zone Jan. 26, 
leave Jan. 28: arrive Corinto Jan. 31, leave Jan. 
31; arrive San Pedro Feb. 9. 

SAPELO—Left Manila Nov. 14; arrive San Pedro 
Dec. 11, leave Dec. 13; arrive Corinto Dec. 22, 
leave Dec. 22; arrive Canal Zone Dec. 25, leave 
Jan. 8; arrive Guantanamo Jan. 11, leave Jan. 
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VIM — to 


keep shoes trim! 


A BETTER POLISH 
FOR MARINES 


VIM is the “last word” for put- 
ting a slick lasting finish on the 
“ole fair leather,” shoes or any 
leather surface that needs a real 
shine and protection. 
Sold at the Post Exchanges 
Large and Small Cons 
In Your Preferred Color 


BOYER & COMPANY 


2466 AMBER ST. 
PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


The difference between Unqualified 
and Expert is just the difference be- 
tween proper care of your rifle and 
“just getting by.’’ Invest a few dimes 
in Fiendoil. One bottle goes much 
further than any oils and solvents you 
can use. Fiendoil does the work of 
BOT H—at one single cost. 

Ask for it at the Post Exchange or 
write for 20c trial size to 


McCambridge & McCambridge Co. 


1226 11th Street, S. E. 
Washington, D. C. 
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Forty-eight 


HIGHEST IN QUALITY 


CM&D’s 


HAND TAILORED 


UNIFORMS 
EQUIPMENT 


Send for catalogue or our 

representative, Mr. Diehl, will 

call on you at any east coast 
station. 


CARR, MEARS & DAWSON 


MARINE! 


Whether it’s a 
furlough “back 
home,” orders 


NORFOLK, VA. 
to China or a 
“forty-eight” 


in the big city | 


that is nobody’s business but 
your own. You will need the 
best of luggage. Totty’s 
Trunks and Bags are the 
finest you can buy. 
AT YOUR 
POST EXCHANGE 


TOTTY TRUNK & BAG CO. 


PETERSBURG, VA. 


FLOWERS 


WIRED TO 
MOTHER 
FOR CHRISTMAS 


$5 AND UP 


Blackistone, Inc. 
Florist 


1407 H ST. N. W. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


LOANS 
HORNING 
Diamonds 
Watches--Jewelry 
South End of Highway Bridge 
ON ROAD TO ALEXANDRIA 
RATES OF INTEREST, 2% and 3% 
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13; arrive Port Arthur Jan. 19, leave Jan. 21; 
arrive Hampton Roads Jan. 29 

VEGA—Arrives Mare Island Nov. 16: will leave 
Mare Island Nov. 25 for the East Coast of the 
United States on the following itinerary: Arrive 
San Pedro Nov. 26, leave Nov. 27: arrive San 
Diego Nov. 28, leave Nov. 30; arrive Corinto Dec. 
9, leave Dec. 9; arrive Canal Zone Dec. 12, leave 
Dec. 14: arrive Hampton Roads Dec. 21, leave Jan. 
3; arrive Philadelphia Jan. 4, leave Jan. 8; arrive 
New York Jan. 9, leave Jan. 14; arrive Boston 
Jan. 15 


RECENT REENLISTMENTS 

WRIGHT, Raymond H., at Washington, 11-8-29, 
HR, for West Coast. 

BYBEE, Lester J.. at Los Angeles. 11-5-29, for 
MB, Mare Island 

KENNEDY, Ernest E.. at Vallejo, 11-5-29, for 
MB, Mare Island. 

WILLIAMS, Forrest J.. at Los Angeles, 11-4-29, 
for MB, San Diego. 

BEAVERS. Ernesto R., at Guantanamo Bay, 11-4- 
29, for MB, Guantanamo Bay 

HOOPER, Morgan B., at Shanghai, 10-16-29. for 
4th Reet.. Shanghai. 

BROVINSKI, Joseph, at Youngstown, 11-4-29, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

FRUCCI, Lawrence, at South Bend. 11-5-29, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

BAUCUM, Hughie, at Norfolk, 11-7-29. for MB. 
Norfolk. 

MILLER, Lewis O., at Managua, 10-17-29, for 
2nd Brig., Nicaragua. 

SHERIDAN, John P., at Lakehurst, 11-6-29. for 
MB, Lakehurst. 

FERGUSON, Guy H., at Washington, 11-1-29, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

CLARK, Walter P., at Cleveland, 11-4-29, for 
MB, Quantico. 

CRABBS, Wilbur L., at Fort Wayne, 11-4-29, for 
NTS. Newport, R. I. 

ROBISON, Lioyd R., at Akron, 11-5-29, for MB, 
Washington 

SULLIVAN, Louis A., at Parris Island, 11-1-29, for 
MB, Parris Island 

THOMPSON, Daniel W.. at Washington, 11-5-29. 
for Hdars., Washington 

POWELL, Oscar A., at New Orleans, 11-2-29, for 
Rete., New Orleans. 

ADRIAENSEN, Joseph A., at Quantico, 11-1-29, tor 
MB, Quantico. 

GREENWOOD, William A., at Norfolk, 11-4-29, 
MB, Annapolis 

RICHARDS, James F., at Washington, 11-4-29, for 
Hdars., Washington 

MOONEY, John D., at Quantico, 11-1-29, for 
MB, Quantico 

TRAPNELL, Alton P., at Port au Prince, 10-26-29, 
for MB, Port au Prince 

MATHER, Charles J., at Denver. 10-30-29. for 
MB, San Diego. 

KUSCHKE, Milton C., at Dallas, 10-31-29. for 
MB, San Diego 

DARRAH, Albert E., at Los Angeles, 10-29-29, for 
MB, San Diego. 

PEARSON, Joseph J.. at Los Angeles, 10-30-29, 
for MB, San Diego 

SCHAEFFER, Lennard S., at San Diego, 10-22-29, 
for MB, San Diego. 

WHITEHEAD, Glen A., at Portland, 10-28-29, for 
MB, San Diego 

BERLIN, John F., at Washington. 11-1-29, for 
Hdars., Washington. 

WILSON, Elmer E., at New York, 10-31-29, for 
HR. West Coast. 

METZINGER, Lawrence M., at Kansas City, 10- 
29-29, for MB, Mare Island 

HARTLEY. George S.. at Little Rock, 10-30-29, 
for MB. New Orleans. 

DOELKER, Carl H., at Vallejo, 10-24-29, for MB. 
Mare Island 

PAUL, Andrew J., at San Diego. 10-25-29, for 
MB, San Diego. 

KLUDT, Otto, at Parris Island, 10-26-29, for MB, 
Parris Isinad 

WESTER, William C., at NAS, San Diego, 10-10- 
29, for MFF, San Diego. 

CHIMOHASKI, Anthony J., at Kansas City, 10- 
28-29, for MB, San Diego 

SNYDER, Cecil D.. at Houston, 10-28-29, for 
Retg., New Orleans. 

CARO, Charles H., at San Diego, 10-23-29, for 
MB, San Diego 

FINN, Michael T., at Quantico, 10-29-29, for 
RR. Quantico 

HALTERMAN, Herman P., at Cumberland, 10-29- 
29, for Rete., Pittsburgh. 

SUTPHIN, Charles J.. at Washington, 10-30-29, 
for Hdars., Washington. 

BUKOWY,. John J.. at Port au Prince, 10-18-29, 
for Const., Port au Prince. 

POTTS, Albert S.. at Quantico, 10-27-29, for 
MB, Quantico 

REYNOLDS, Charles. at Port au Prince. 10-22-29, 
for MB, Port au Prince. 

BALLA, Joseph, at Hampton Roads, 10-28-29, for 
Retg.. New Orleans 

OLDRIDGE, James A., at Norfolk, 10-28-29, for 
MB, Norfolk 

WELBY, Thomas J.. at Quantico, 10-25-29, for 
MB, Quantico 

WRIGHT. Gordon, at Quantico, 10-25-29, for 
RR, Quantico. 
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McPIKE, Arnold C., at Akron. 10-25-29. for MB, 


MB, Quantico 

KENNEY, Charles E., at Portsmouth, Va., 10-25- 
29, for MB, Norfolk. 

MOORE, Orville, at Dayton, 10-25-29, for MB. 
Parris Island. 

SAGE, Fred C.. Sr., at Tulsa, 10-23-29, for Ret«.. 
Tulsa. 

SENTER, Claude E., at Fort Worth, 10-23-29. for 
MB, San Diego. 

REA, Gordon L., at Fort Mifflin, 10-24-29, for 
MB., San Diego. 

BRODERSEN, Andrew E., at New York, 10-23-29, 
for MB, Quantico. 

FARLEY, Robert F., at Newark, 10-23-29, for MB, 
Parris Island. 

KENNY. James J., at Newark, 10-24-29, for MB, 
Quantico. 

LYNCH. Charles A., at Chicago, 10-21-29, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

CLAYTON, George W., at San Francisco, 10-19-29, 
for DQM, San Francisco. 

KAMPEN, Henry C., at Vallejo, 10-20-29, for MB, 
Mare Island. 

STEVENS, Charles E., at San Diego, 10-16-29, 
for MB, San Diego. 

DUSENBERY, Joseph W.. at Philadelphia, 10-22- 
29, for MB, Philadelphia. 

MORRISON, George F., at Charleston, 10-23-29, 
for Retg.. New York. 

ELLIOTT, James T., at Minneapolis, 10-21-29. for 
Retg., St. Paul. 

WHITEHEAD, Harry A., at Kansas City, 10-21-29, 
for MB, Mare Island. 

RABET, George F., at MB. Washington, 10-23-29, 
for HR. for Nicaragua. 

MERCURIO, John, at San Diego, 10-17-29, for 
MB, San Diego. 

TUCKER, Nathan H., at San Diego, 10-17-29, for 
MB, San Diego. 

ADEN, Louis, at Boston, 10-22-29, for MB. New 
Orleans. 

HANRAHAN, Frank M., at Great Lakes, 10-21-29, 
for MB, Great Lakes. 

JACKSON, William C., at Hingham, 10-22-29, 
for MB, Hingham, Mass. 

SIRA, Walter A., at Managua, Nic., 10-1-29, for 
5th Regt., Nicaragua. 

CARTER, Robert G., at Philadelphia, 10-21-29, 
for MB, Philadelphia. 

DIETZ, Cecil M., at Port au Prince, 10-3-29, for 
Const., Port au Prince. 

O'GRADY, William, at Port au Prince, 10-14-29, 
for Const., Port au Prince. 
BELON, Mare C., at Detroit, 10-16-29, for MB, 
Parris Island. 
HOFFMAN, Frank V., at Detroit, 10-19-29, for 
MB, Quantico. 

MAXWELL, Thomas W., at Nashville, 10-16-29, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

BRANDT, Loranzo I., at Sacramento. 10-14-29, 
for MB, San Diego. 

BROWN, Charles L., at Puget Sound, 10-14-29, for 
MB, Keyport, Wash. 

LOWE, Earl R., at San Diego, 10-12-29, for MB. 
Pensacola. 

ROLLS. Kermit P.. at’ Hampton Roads, 10-19-29, 
for MB, Hampton Roads. 

McGUIRE, Henry M., at Detroit, 10-17-29, for 
Retg., Detroit. 

SCHLUETER, George J., at Los Angeles, 10-14-29, 
for MB, San Diego. 

BATSON, George J., Jr.. at New York, 10-16-29, 
for HR, for West Coast. 

FOREMAN, John V., at Baltimore, 10-15-29, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

VIAL, Frank A., at Spartanburg. 10-17-29, for 
MB, San Diego. 

ST. CLAIRE. Henry W., at Providence, 10-15-29, 
for Retg., Boston. 

BELL, Norman C., at Vallejo, 10-10-29, for MB. 
Mare Island. 

CAGLE, Carl J., at Quantico, 10-15-29, for MB, 
Quantico. 

MARTIN, Paul A., at Parris Island, 10-12-29, for 
MB, Parris Island. 

TURPIN, J. Fred, at Quantico, 10-15-29, for MB. 
Quantico. 

CORNELISSEN, William H., at Washington, 10- 
14-29, for MB, Parris Island. 

McLANE, Donald G., at Washington, 10-15-29, 
for Hdars., Washington. 

PRESLOPSKY, Andrew, at Wilkes-Barre, 10-11- 
29, for MB, Parris Island. 

SCHMID, Peter J., at Cleveland, 10-11-29, for 
Retg., Cleveland. 

SANDAGE, Carmie K., at Portland, 10-5-29, for 
MB, San Diego. 

RATH, John H., at Managua, Nic., 9-25-29, for 
5th Regt., Managua, Nic. 

BIGGERSTAFF, Charlie C., at Dallas, 10-7-29 
for MB, San Diego. 

DALTON, John J., at Hampton Roads, 10-12-29. 
for MB, Philadelphia. 

ROUSAR, Leon R., at Pearl Harbor, 9-24-29, for 
MB, Pearl Harbor. 

GRANTHAM, J. B., at New York, 10-11-29, for 
MB, New York. 

CUSTER, Steven A., at Dallas, 10-9-29, for Reté. 
Dallas. 

ENGLISH, Robert, at Mobile, 10-9-29, for MB. 
Parris Island. 
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THE MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 
(Continued from Page 13) 


States met at American Legion head- 
quarters, 322 Broadway, yesterday to 
transact business. 

The Marines are the guests of the 
Robert E. Bentley Post, American 
Legion, while in this city. 

The league is composed of members 
of the United States Marine Corps who 
have ever been in service at any time 
and possess an honorable discharge and 
also of the “Leathernecks” now in 
service. 

The Marines took action yesterday to 
secure a strictly Marine Corps memorial 
in Belleau Woods, at the cross-roads 
above the little town of Lucy-le-Bocaze. 

Commandant W. Kar! Lations, Wor- 
cester, Mass., who was elected by accla- 
mation without contest yesterday, was 
authorized to work out a plan whereby 
this could be accomplished. 

Upon the recommendation of Major 
General Wendell C. Neville, Commandant 
of the Marine Corps, the Marine Corps 
League voted to effect any official con- 
nection between the Marine Corps and 
the Marine Corps League. 

W. Karl Lations, of Worcester, Mass., 
Senior Vice Commandant for three years, 
was unanimously elected National Com- 
mandant. Other officers elected were: 
Rudolph Trow, Worcester, Mass., Na- 
tional Vice Commandant from the 
New England Division; Maurice 
A. Illich, Albany, N. Y., National 
Vice Commandant from the East- 
ern Seaboard Division; William 
L. Bain, Waco, Texas, National 
Vice Commandant from _ the 
Southwestern Division; Herman 
Bumiller, Cincinnati, re-elected as 
National Vice Commandant from 
the Cincinnati District; LeRoy 
Aleken, St. Louis, National Vice 
Commandant, North Central Divi- 
sion; L. W. Nickerson, Senior Vice Com- 
mandant from Spokane, Wash.; Professor 
William G. Pillottee, Newark, N. J., Na- 
tional Judge Advocate; R. G. Flynn, Cin- 
cinnati, National Sergeant-at-Arms; the 
Rev. John H. Clifford, New York City, 
was re-elected Chaplain for the seventh 
consecutive year.—Cincinnati Press. 


SUMMARY OF NATIONAL CONVEN- 
TION HELD IN CINCINNATI 

The following is a summary of the 
National Convention at Cincinnati in 
very brief form, as the stenographic 
minutes have not yet been received: 

Thursday, October 24.—Arrival and 
registration of delegates. Thursday night 
impromptu entertainment such as danc- 
ing, card games, etc. 

Friday, October 25.—About 9:30 a. m., 
delegates assemble in lobby of Hotel 
Gibson and march in a body to Ameri- 
can Legion rooms where convention is 
called to order by Vice-Commandant W. 
Karl Lations. 

_Address of welcome by representa- 
tive of the Mayor of Cincinnati was first 
important event of meeting. 

At one o’clock luncheon was served 
to the delegates in the convention hall 
and at one-thirty they marched in a 
body to the Marine Memorial Statue and 
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there we were addressed by Judge Marx. 
Then returned to convention hall, held 
election of officers, transacted further 
business and adjourned for the day about 
5 o’clock. 

Saturday, October 26.—Meeting called 
to order in parlors “A” & “B” of the 
Hotel Gibson at 10 o’clock. 

This session was the final one of the 
convention and came to a close at 12 
o’clock noon. 

Saturday afternoon all on deck at- 
tended the football game between the 
Marines and St. Xavier College. The 
Marines were defeated after a splendid 
game by the score of 13-6. 

Saturday night a great many of the 
delegates attended the smoker given by 
the Disabled American Veterans. This 
was a most enjoyable affair. Everything 
free, including entertainment, refresh- 
ments and eats. 


THERE ARE NO “EX”-MARINES 
Frank X. Lambert 


National Chief of Staff, Marine Corps 
League. 

H°.. often do we hear and see a word 

misused, both spoken and in print, 

and by those who should know better, an 

“Ex-Marine.” There is no such person. 

The very slogan of our corps belies it. 

Even in our own league bulletins and 
pamphlets, in The Leatherneck and other 
service periodicals, this obnoxious word 
bobs up to smite you with the suggestion 
that you no longer “belong.” No malice 

or derision is intended, but never- 
theless it has its sting. Perhaps 
I am over-sensitive, but the word 
always has a jarring effect on me 
and it is with the purpose of try- 
ing to eliminate this misnomer 
that I launch my crusade. 

There are “Ex-Soldiers” and 
“Ex-Sailors,” because the ma- 
jority of men who sever active 
connection with those branches of 
the service seem to lose all inter- 
est in their “alma mater” and in 

many cases speak lightly or even ridi- 

cule the branch to which they once be- 
longed. But how different is the Ma- 
rine, always following with interest re- 
ports of legislation that will benefit the 

Corps, the reports of its activities in 

foreign lands, the campaign of its ath- 

letes, and in fact any little item about 
the doings of those who carry on where 
we left off. 

As another instance of our loyalty to 
the Corps, take the Marine button. When 
a soldier who served meets another with 
the star in his coat lapel there may be 
a nod of recognition, or even total in- 
difference. But when the Marine but- 
ton wearer meets another there is al- 
ways the “Hello Marine, what outfit? 
Did you know so-and-so? Do you re- 
member when, etc.?” One may be in 
evening dress and the other in overalls. 
It makes no difference—they’re both Ma- 
rines. 

And so it goes. From the day the 
recruiting officer swears you in till Ga- 
briel blows final “taps” the Corps is in 
your blood. You can’t shake it off and 
would not if you could. There may be 
“Ex’s” this and “Ex’s” that, but there 
are no “Ex’-Marines. Once and always, 
semper fidelis—WE SERVE. 
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AN IDEAL GIFT 
Miniature 


MARINE CORPS 
SABRE 


Size 10 inches 
Makes an attrac- 
tive letter opener 
and desk orna- 
ment. 


PACKED IN 
A NEAT 
BOX 
This miniature is 
a perfect repro- 
duction of the 
regulation Marine 
officer’s sabre. 
Gold Plated with 


etched steel blade 
and enamelled 


hilt. 
$2.50 
Meyer Trade 
Made Mark 


N. S. MEYER, INC, 


43 East 19th St., New York 


At your ship's service store or dealer 


“Handsome— 
until eee 
he opened his mouth” 


Women have a way of noticing 
little things like dirty teeth. Keep 
yours clean. ‘Three minutes’ 
brushing in the morning and 
three minutes at night makes 
teeth white and clean, and gums 
healthy. 

Use Zi-O-Dine Dental Cream—the pleas- 
ant-tasting, iodine. antiseptic cream. Re- 
moves stains and accretions on enamel 
gently and safely. Helps heal sore gums. 
Firms mouth tissues. Refreshing. Also 
useful as antiseptic 
for scratches and in- 
sect bites. At Post 
Exchange or post- 
paid. 


Iodine Products Co. 
Laurel, Miss. 


DAWSON SNAPSHOTS 
“AROUND THE WORLD” 


Everywhere a MARINE has been and some where 
he hasn’t. 
Marine Poems and cartoons, Chinese Execution, 
Tropical Sunsets, Fleet, Marines in Formation, 
Scenes in Washington and many others. One 
Dollar a set of ten. 


The Dawson Kraft Shop, Post Studio 
U. S. M. B., Quantico, Va. 
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Leatherneck 
Pin 
For Her 


Christmas A 

~ 
A new silhouette 
novelty pin of 
solid Sterling 
silver. 
$1.50 each © 
SN 
lilustration actual size 
S At your Post Exchange Y 
or Dealers Everywhere 
3 VW 

: ANOTHER QUALITY VY 
H-H 
y 
PRODUCT 
KY AM 


UKbe kK, HV 
NCW Y NY 


The New Improved 
Polishing Cloth 


that 
will clean 
all metal as well 
as remove rust. 


We will be pleased to forward free of charse a 
full size sample package of BLAZES if you mail 
coupon with your request. 


Uris Sales Corp., New York, N. Y. 
-— — TEAR HERE — 
Please send me sample package of BLAZES. 


Name. 
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| AROUND GALLEY FIRES 


(Continued from page 34 


Mess Hall in Washington one morning. 
Staff Sgt. Harry Daniel Goode, Sgt. 
Edgar Leo Hughes, and Corporal Edward 
Joseph Gardner, all present and ac- 
counted for. Goode belongs to Rich 
mond, Va., and has always been even 
better than good, for his 27-year record 
shows six excellent discharges with not 
even a day absent, a good conduct medal 
in Jan., 1916, and two bars awarded Jan. 
1920, and Jan., 1924. It’s something 
creditable to live up to a Goode name 
for Solomon tells us “A good name is 
rather to be chosen than riches.” Next 
to him came “Happy” Gardner, E. J., 
the said corporal having over thirteen 
years to his credit. Gardner comes from 
New Jersey and thus is specially fitted 
for his present gardening job at the Ma 
rine Barracks; next on the list of not 
ables was the redoubtable Sergeant 
Hughes. Leo comes from Baltimore and 
also claims a bar and medal after seven- 
teen years. Now, away back twelve 
years ago men with like records used to 
express themselves about what the Ma 
rines once were, while I understand even 
twenty-five years ago the old Marines 
were given to fancy just the same; in 
fact, I am told that some would even 
sing instead of “The old bay mare” a 
revised version “The U. S. M. C. is not 
what it used to be.” 
* 

First Sgt. Ralph Newton Henshaw who 
once belonged to California says, after 
nearly twenty years good record with a 
medal and five bars, that the service 
goes on to improve if only one keeps 
abreast of the times and in step with 
the advance column. After all the 
service and the Corps become just 
what we make it and therefore let 
us press on to better and the best 
as the years roll by. 


* 


Visiting the Hibernia Trust Com- 
pany of New York one day revealed 
the fact that the President, Major 
Philip De Ronde, possesses a splendid 
protection department under the 
command of Ist Lt. Robert B. Fisher, 
F. M. C. R., and includes Ray Sun- 
derland, once a Marine lieutenant 
with service records of Cuba, 
China, Philippines, Russo-Jap War, etc., 
Mike Dolan, John Day, Jr., Roy E. 
Painter, T. J. Morris, all of the Marines; 
Wm. H. Medford and Maurice Living- 
stone of the Navy, and Tom Heaney, an 
Army sergeant of 77th Division. Liv- 
ingstone also served 4 years with the 
Canadian Expeditionary Force in the 
famous Black Watch. This is a fine 
guard and the character of which we all 
are justly proud. 


* * * * 


Someone suggested recently that our 
excellent columnist, Miss Lou Wylie, 
must have been “in the brig” quite a 
long time seeing that she always writes 
“Out of the Brig.” To those who have 
the same idea and enjoy, as I do, her 
columns, I suggest you send her a “line 
of cheer” this Christmas time when she 
will be “on liberty.” A card will reach 
her at 128 Montague St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


December, 1929 


ON THE OLD TUSCARORA 


(Continued from page 5) 


as 


the talent, fer we all knows what the 
ither man can do, as to watch the seny- 
oretty. She is sittin’ alongside the Exec. 
and lookin’ pretty as a picture. The 
padre gets up and makes a little speech, 
sayin’ as how he is glad iverywan is so 
happy and thankin’ the lady fer honorin’ 
our humble efforts with her presents. 

“Two fellys played a duel on a man 
dolin, and Casey Broggins sang his song 
about the lonesome bullfrog, and a 
couple av the byes had a knot-tyin’ con 
test. Then the padre says, ‘Men, we 
are glad to present Bos’n Mullens, with 
his trained parrot.’ 

“Iverywan cheers, except a few who've 
had their clothes ruined by Asia's 
trained parrot. Asia pulls a few goofy 
stunts, and then comes his big gag of 
takin’ a card out av the deck and askin’ 
the parrot what it is. He picks wan out 
and asks what it is, and the parrot says 
somethin’ like ‘Caracol.’ 

“*That,’ says Asia, ‘is pure Castillyun 
for the tray av hearts.’ I notices the 
senyoreety is appearin’ to have a big 
time. Next he picks up the ace of 
spades, and the parrot yells out, ‘Ven- 
dero de pescado.’ 

“ ‘Correct,’ says Asia. The senyoreety 
‘most goes into hysterics at this, but I 
can’t see anything funny init. The gang 
feels the same way about it, and a few 
let out cracks such as, ‘shove off, cox’n, 
make yer reg’lar trip, and don’t return.’ 
Asia takes the hint, and departs, re- 
turnin’ a minit later with his roll av 
canvas fer me, which he lays down care- 
ful like on the deck, while I go back 
to put on me costoom and stilts. I 
prepares fer me dramatic appear- 
ance by goin’ back av the galley and 
mountin’ me steeds. 

“Whin the padre announces me 
act, I walks out into the lamplight. 
I was all set to knock their eyes out, 
dressed as a padre, havin’ wan av 
the chaplain’s own single-jointed 
collars and swaller-tailed coats. I 
was goin’ to go out pretendin’ I’m 
soused, with a bottle in wan hand, 
mix me legs all up, sway about ’till 
iverywan thought I was goin’ to fall, 
holdin’ their breath and gaspin’, then 
reached up and kick out a light about 
twenty feet up. 

“I gets lots av applause whin I goes 
out, holdin’ me bottle and hick-coughin 
kinda disgusted like. The first step I 
takes on the canvas the ship stands on 
end, the stars fade out fer a minit, and 
then come back with a splash. The last 
thing I sees is the senyoreety laughin 
and clappin’ her hands, with Asia be- 
hind her, wipin’ the grease off his hands. 
Just before iverything goes black, | 
hears some wan in the crowd sing out, 
‘The Marines have landed!’ 

“Well, m’son, assumin’ the horizontal 
in front av the lady was some little set- 
back, but it takes more than a bit av 
greased deck to keep an O’Meara down, 
so I’m up the next day and back on the 
job. For all his slickness, Asia wasnt 
so much ahead av me with the good 
looks, and the byes is gettin’ their money 
up on us, with most on Asia, account av 
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there bein’ more sailors than Marines. 

“As we proceeds up the coast, the old 
man decides to have a little short range 
battle practice, to limber up the gun 
erews and give the strikers sometin to 
do besides play acey-ducey. A S. R. B. 
P., m’son, is an intrustin thing to watch, 
but plenty av worruk for those as is 
firin’. Asia’s gun crew and mine are 
both hot, and the competition is keen, so 
we concentrates on gettin’ all the shots 
out, and it isn’t until the smoke av bat- 
tle has rolled away, in the words av the 
poet, that we see Asia has his gun ele- 
vated and the crew standin’ clear. 

“*Whatsa mat?’ I interrogates, lookin’ 
intrusted. 

“‘Hang-fire,’ says he, lookin’ like his 
richest aunt’s insurance has just run out. 

“ ‘Well,’ says I, lookin’ at him con- 
temptfully, ‘why didn’t ye grease the 
shell ?’ 

“He says nothin’ to that, so I se- 
cures me gun and goes below, it 
not bein’ the nature av an O’Meara 
to hobnail a man after he has him 
down. 

“Tis ticklish business whin a gun 
hangs fire. Bad powder is like a 
woman, it may be out and harm- 
less, or it may be burnin’ slow and 
ready to explode anny minit. It 
is ginerally the powder that fails, 
and seldom the primer, fer they’re 
ginerally kept down in the offi- 
cers’ wardroom country, where they’ll 
keep dry and do the least harm if they 
explode. They’s wan thing to do with 
a hang-fire. Ye have to elevate the gun 
fer siveral hours, then get some wan to 
make out his insurance, load hisself with 
horse-shoes, and then open the breech, 
while all hands offer up a prayer. 

I goes below and sits down on a stack 
of bean bags, cogitatin’ on the weak- 
nesses av the hooman race and the curi- 
ousness ax bos-ns in particular. The 
beans had been brought aboard in Hon- 
duras in a hurry, and was piled up in a 
neat pile, alongside some powder that 
the powderman had put there, gettin’ 
ready to hoist it to the guns above. 

“The senyoreety passes, givin’ me her 
usual smile av thirty-two teeth. ‘Ah, the 
brave Americanos, so calm at their guns! 
Cuanto le gustaba de verlos!’ 

“I got to thinkin’ about that hang- 
fire; sometimes old powder acted funny, 
but new powder was ginerally good. As 
I stared at the bags, me eye caught a 
hole where there should have been a 
bean bag. There was beans above and 
beans below, but in that spot, nary a 
bean. Whin the O’Mearas think, m’son, 
‘tis as rapid as the lightning av the 
Brownings, av which ye know nothin’. 
The bean bags was the same size as the 
powder bags. There should have been a 
bean bag there. There wasn’t any. The 
more I thinks av it, the more I thinks 
the powdermen have handed up a bean 
bag fer powder. Iveryman’s in a hurry 
when there’s firin’, so no man saw the 
difference. 

“The senyoreety loved brave men!— 
Beans! Things is playin’ into my hands. 
I dashes up a ladder and almost runs 
into the cook. 

“‘Hey, cookie,’ I asks, casual like, 
‘what are we gonna get fer chow?’ 

“‘Slum,’ he says succinkly. 
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“*Slum!’ I yelps, tryin’ to look griped, 
‘if you guys iver run out av carrots and 
meat scraps, we'll all starve to death.’ 

“*Well, if you don’t like the chow, take 
yer meals ashore,’ he says. ‘It’s off 
over there somewheres.’ 

“That cinched it. No wan could have 
had any use fer a bag av beans but the 


cook. I hurries back to the gun that’s 
hangin’ fire. They’re gettin’ ready to 
unload. A barrel av water is by the 
breech. Nearly all the ship’s crew is 


within sight, but outside av burnin’ dis- 
tance, cranin’ around corners and peekin’ 
over hatches. I steps up to Asia, who 
looks about as comfortable as a rabbit 
at a homecomin’ av lions. 

“*Who’s takin’ the charge out?’ I asks. 
“‘T’m the guncaptain, so I’m the eight- 

ball,’ he glooms. 

“*Well,’ says I, nonchalant, ‘the 
O’Mearas have allus been lucky with 
powder, whether on the face or in 
the gun. ‘How’s to let me unload 
‘er?’ He almost falls through the 

\ deck, then dashes over to his division 


commander. 
“Sir, he says, ‘they’s a Marine 


sergeant over there who wants to 
unload the hang-fire for us.’ 

““How many sergeants aboard?’ 
asks the lieutenant. 

“ ‘Three,’ says Asia, multiplyin’ by 
two and addin’ wan. 

“*Then,’ says the lieutenant, ‘let 
him unload her.’ 

“T puts on a pair av gloves, for the 
powder may still be burnin’ and steps 
to the breech. Immediately there’s a 
recedin’ tide av population to ither less 
excitin’ centers. I looks around, ap- 
pearin’ as dramatic as possible. The 
senyoreety is peekin’ from behind the 
shoulders av two cox-ns who have been 
runnin’ third and fourth in the suit fer 
her hand. Even the old man is a little 
nervous, gnawin’ his whiskers. 

“IT opens the breech, and notes that 
there’s still a little smoke, curlin’ up 
from the block. Whin I draws the bag 
from the gun, a piece av burnin’ cloth 
falls onto the deck, follered by a couple 
of beans. I takes one step, and hears 
a sound under me feet like a couple av 


Kilkenny cats talkin’ politics. Ph-s-f-f- 
s-s-s-t! 
“T’ve heard the sound before. Them 


THEY AIN’T 


beans is burnin’, and 
BEANS, AFTER ALL! 

“Whin an O’Meara hurries, he expi- 
dates, and I lets loose some footwork as 
would leave this here young feller Pad 
dock chained to the deck. After I drops 
the bag in the water, the old man comes 
over and congratulates me. 

“And that,” concluded the Mess Ser- 
geant, “is how I got the Nyvee Cross. 
For exceptional coolness—reads_ the 
order—in a time av common danger, and 
for a personal disregard av injury. I 
wouldn’t have ye be tellin’ any wan, 
though, fer ‘tis not the way av an 
O’Meara to be braggin’ av his deeds.” 

“IT won’t,” promised the Sunburnt Boy, 
“but what happened to the senorita?” 

“Why,” and the sergeant rose as the 
long notes of tattoo floated in through 
the window, “the last I heard av her she 
was enjyin’ the breezes av her native 
land as the fourth legal wife av Gineral 
Pedro Ballego de Garcia y Maria.” 
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\Continued from page 3) 


Dunlap shrugged his shoulders as two 
husky cowpunchers led him from the 
meeting. Goodwin and the _ others 
swarmed down to the track just as the 
locomotive was backing up and explained 
matters to the train crew. 

Then when the conductor informed him 
orders were orders, the men gently but 
firmly prevented his obeying them. The 
last car was unloaded shortly before dark 
and the tired outfit returned to the ranch 
and food. Dunlap had cooked the meal 
beneath the watchful eyes of his guard. 

The ranch slept the sleep of the just 
that night. One man alone was awake. 
He worked at the roof of the building in 
which he was confined, and eventually 
made a hole through which he crawled. 
The ranch house be- 
ing quiet, he entered a 
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Dunlap. Eastbound train passes through 
at five in the morning, stops on flag.” 

Allaround yawned and retired. Good- 
win sighed heavily. Up to now he had 
entertained a world of respect for Aus- 
tin, but—and Dunlap was headed East. 
Most anything could happen now. 

And yet nothing happened for ten 
days; then two quiet men stepped from 
the westbound train, and in company 
with Sheriff Austin called on Goodwin. 
Without formality one of the men read 
a long warrant charging William Good- 
win with sending improper literature 
through the United States mails. 

“Would you mind explaining?” de- 
manded Goodwin. 

“Yes. You sent a letter to Sarl, and 
it contained the following objectionable 
words.” The man repeated a number of 
vile epithets. 

“Hold on!” cried Goodwin, “this is a 
frame-up. I wrote a hot letter to Sarl 
and I called him a crock and thief, but 
I never put down any such thing as 
that. If that appeared, he inserted them 
in the letter over my 
signature.” 


and softly opened 
Goodwin’s desk. There | 
were papers that in- 
terested him if he 
could but find them. 
A pencil dropped 
to the floor, making 
an unseemly racket 
in the still house. 
Somewhere a_ board 
squeaked as if a bare 
foot had touched it. 

A hand reached forth from the dark- 
ness and fell on the other’s shoulder. A 
flashlight blinded his eyes at the same 
instant. 

“Dunlap, eh?” Bill Goodwin’s gaze 
was steady, contemptuous. “You're a 
snake, but we’ve got something real on 
you now. Burglary. It’s a stiff sentence 
and a term in the pen for you.” 

Dunlap squirmed slightly, but did not 
offer resistance. He was still afraid of 
guns, and Goodwin packed one every- 
where these days. The foreman dressed, 
keeping a watchful eye on the cook. He 
only wished it were Sarl he had caught 
red-handed instead of a hireling. Then 
he cranked up the flivver and drove to 
Frying Pan. 

Allaround Austin held court whenever 
it was necessary. “I'll give him a pre- 
liminary hearing right now,” he an- 
nounced. Apparently Dunlap preferred 
immediate trial and quick sentence to 
possible delay and perhaps a prison term. 

“Yes, I’m guilty of entering his house, 
Mr. Austin, no need of a trial, but— 
never mind.” 

“T sentence you to ninety days in jail 
in consideration for your pleading 
guilty,” said Allaround. 

“Just a minute, your honor,” said Dun- 
lap. He stepped close to Allaround and 
whispered for several minutes.  All- 
around looked skeptical. 

“Hmmm,” he said at length, “I don’t 
want to be too harsh on a first offender, 
and as you say your health is none too 
good, so if you'll reform and get out of 
the country, I'll suspend sentence.” 

“Say, I don’t think you should do that, 
Allaround,” protested Goodwin hotly, 
“he’s one of Sarl’s spies and a 


“That isn't proper evidence, Goodwin,” 
replied Allaround. “What this court says 
goes. Court’s adjourned. You're free, 


“Thatis possible, but 
hardly probable. I am 
sorry, but you'll have 
to submit to arrest.” 

“And there goes 
our fighter,” sighed 
old man _ Burt as 
Goodwin was taken 
away. “That leaves 
us wide open if we 
wasn't wide open for 
attack already.” 

A man named Frye appeared, backed 
by two deputy sheriffs, the next day, and 
announced he was taking charge of mat- 
ters since Goodwin had fallen into the 
clutches of the law. Five rough appear- 
ing range men joined forces the day fol- 
lowing. The regular work of the ranch 
was left to the old hands, the five new 
men spending their time playing cards 
and drinking moonshine at the ranch 
house. Before the week was over a 
string of. empties appeared on the siding 
and the last of the cattle, excepting some 
breed stock, was taken away. 

This done, several old hands were 
promptly discharged and the pensioners 
ordered to pack up and clear out. The 
latter found a temporary refuge in All- 
around’s tenthouse, a canvas structure 
that housed down and out individuals 
on occasion. 

Allaround spent several days in deep 
meditation, sent a telegram or two and 
then rounded up the Bar Circle stock- 
holders. 

“We'd just as soon not come,” said one, 
“it’s like having to go to a friend’s 
funeral a second time. Some of us had 
the savings of fifty years’ hard work in 
that ranch, others only a year or two's 
labor. We've kissed it good-bye because 
Dunlap’s actions, Goodwin’s arrest and 
things like that didn’t just happen. It’s 
a part of the plot. If they’d come out in 
the open and fight, we’d battle ’em to 4 
finish, but Sarl battles by telegram and 
hired help. You can’t very well take 4 
punch at a telegram or get much satls- 
faction in taking a shot at a hard-looking 
hired hand when you know the real snake 
won't feel it.” 

Austin nodded. “I want you to meet 
Mr. Maxwell, boys.” 

Mr. Maxwell proved to be a well- 
dressed man who looked one in the eye 
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when he spoke. His words were de- 
cidedly depressing. 

“I don’t want you boys to make a 
Roman holiday out of me,” he said, 
“though you are entitled to have a vic- 
tim. And despite my admiration for law 
and order I’d enjoy helping you if Sar! 
was the man. Our credit man, ignorant 
of Jim Brandon’s death, extended thou- 
sands of dollars credit to Bar Circle. If 
Jim were alive it would be good as gold. 

“Here is what I have been able to dig 
up. Sarl has spent thousands on im- 
provements here, making it one of the 
finest ranches in the country. He has 
done it on credit. He has sold most of 
the cattle to Merrick and taken his per- 
sonal, ninety-day mote for it. Merrick 
has passed the cattle on for hard cash, 
and his creditors now come in and tie 
up the money. Make no mistake, men, 
there is criminal collusion somewhere, 
but we can’t prove it. Sarl is bankrupt 
and the ranch is his sole asset. The ob- 
ligations all run against the ranch for 
his personal property 
is in his wife’s name.” 

They shifted un- 
easily. Unschooled as 
they were in business 
they saw the hand 
writing on the wall. 
“Go ahead, Mr. 
Maxwell,” said one 
old fellow hoarsely. 
He had hoped until 
this hour that things 
were coming out right 
in the end. Now he 
seemed to grow old 
before their eyes. 
Pride would not permit him to live off 


Allaround Austin forever, nor to enter’ 


the poor house. His good forty-four had 
stuck to him through life. It would re- 
spond to his last request, for the hammer 
spring was strong and the cartridges 
new. 

“Go on,” he repeated, “let me hear the 
worst.” 

“T have been appointed receiver. In 
due time the court will order a receiver's 
sale. Bar Circle will be sold to the high 
est bidder. Boys, what she’ll bring won't 
much more than pay ten cents on the 
dollar and that will be divided among 
the creditors.” 

“And we're out of it, eh?” 
man Burt. 

“That’s it. Any personal property you 
may have at the ranch, such as horses, 
saddles, equipment, can be taken. That 
is yours, but your stock’is worthless.” 

The old fellow with the forty-four 
stepped into the night and pressed his 
weapon to his temple. He felt the crash 
of a great impact against his head. So 
that was death. Just a great crash. All- 
around stood over him. “I know how 
you feel,” he said kindly, “after all the 
years you put in, but that ain’t the way 
out.” He placed his arm around the 
other and lifted him to his feet. “We 
die game out here, you know, not that 
way,” he continued. Something seemed 
to come from Austin’s touch and go into 
the other’s being. He broke down with 
a sudden sob. 

“You won’t think the less of an old 
man for that will you, Allaround,’ he 
pleaded. “It’s the first time in my life I 
showed the white feather, it—-it’s tough 
to be kicked out of home and Bar Circle’s 
the only home I know.” 

“Sure, but where there’s life there’s 


cried old 
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hope. George Washington said that at 
Valley Forge, or else it was John Paul 
Jones, I kinda get my history balled up 
at times. But whoever said it, said 
something. Come on!” Allaround tucked 
a good cigar in the old man’s face and 
lighted it. “Nothing like a smoke to 
put a man on his feet,” he observed. 
“Guess I’ll smoke myself and pass ’em 
around.” 

When the cigars had been passed, All- 
around addressed the boys. “I ain’t 
promising to save anything from the 
wreckage, but if you’ll all give me power 
of attorney I’ll do what I can. Some- 
thing might come up where concerted ac- 
tion would count.” 

“Just a minute, Allaround, you never 
explained why you turned Dunlap loose 
with a suspended sentence?” queried one. 

“Gosh, now, you don’t aim to hold that 
against me,” drawled Austin. “If there’s 
a bit of suspicion in the minds of you 
boys, why naturally I don’t want to act 
as your attorney. Just thought I might 
help you out some.” 

“We’re for you!” ex 
claimed several, “and 
that Dunlap affair 
don’t count. You was 
judge and you always 
did believe in giving a 
fellow a chance. May 
be you made a bad 


actor into good 
citizen.” 

Allaround Austin 
pecked out a power 


of attorney on his 
typewriter, then one 
by one they signed 
the document. Hope dies hard where 
one’s life-long savings are involved, and 
they clutched pathetically at the faint 
hope they felt was behind Allaround’s 
motive. The younger men shrugged their 
shoulders and laughed, unnaturally; they 
hadn’t lost much, and life was before 
them. 

It was two months before’ they 
gathered again in Allaround’s general 
store. The final drama was to take 
place—the sale by the receiver to the 
highest bidder. Some fairy would per- 
haps wave a wand and something like a 
decent bid might be forthcoming. Still, 
debts would eat up a decent bid and 
more. Rumor had it that Sarl had been 
seen in the neighboring city. 

Ten minutes before the hour set for 
opening bids, a stranger handed Receiver 
Maxwell an envelope. The latter smiled 
with a trace of bitterness. 

“Sarl’s bid for the ranch he wrecked?” 
he commented, looking the other squarely 
in the eye. “He’s the only one likely to 
bid. Cattle prices have been good, but 
past years have been lean and few ranch- 
ers have funds for extensions. It’s a 
crime. Suppose you are some relative 
of his wife’s?” 

“Suppose I am, it’s legal. This is a 
receiver’s sale. Anyone can bid and the 
high man gets it!” The other knew his 
ground and was defiant. 

Ten o'clock was the zero hour. No bids 
would be considered after that. The 
minute hand crawled closer and closer, 
and the lone bidder’s cynical smile ex- 
panded. One minute to ten a man 
brushed his way through the crowd— 
Bar Circle’s cook. Well, he had a right 
to be there. He was a former stock- 
holder. He extended an envelope. 

“Another bid!” he said smoothly. “I 
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am a half minute to the good I believe.” 

“Time is up!” announced Maxwell. 
“We shall proceed to open the bids.” 

He droned out the figures of Sarl’s dis- 
guised bid first. Then came Dunlap’s. 
It was five thousand dollars higher. A 
murmur swept through the crowd. The 
former cook owned the ranch. It was 
food for thought, though it helped the 
Bar Circle boys but little. 

Bill Goodwin pushed his way to a table 
and stood up. “Boys,” he said, “I want 
to publicly apologize to Dunlap for call- 
ing him a burglar, and to thank him for 
getting me out of that trouble with 
Uncle Sam. Through him it was proven 
someone, you can guess who, inserted 
the objectionable words. There is a lot 
of high finance connected with this I 
don’t savvy. I'm a cowman, not a Wall 
Street sharp. I know nothing about Dun- 
lap except he took Allaround Austin into 
his confidence that night Allaround 
turned him loose with a suspended sen- 
tence. The pair of schemers framed up 
something. That’s why Allaround got 
those powers of attorney a while back. 
Dunlap wasn’t acting for himself, he was 
acting for the Bar Circle boys of which 
he is cook. Maybe he has something to 
say.” 

A roar of cheers made Austin’s win- 
dows rattle as Dunlap climbed to the 
table. He did not look much like a cook, 
he looked like a business man. 

“There is not much to tell boys, except 
where we formerly held forty per cent 
of Bar Circle stock, under the new com- 
pany we hold one hundred per cent. Sarl 
is out. I figure each of you is better off 
by fifty per cent of your former hold- 
ings. I hold the remaining forty per 
cent and plan to continue the financing. 
My investigators have unearthed Sarl’s 
hidden assets; that will put everybody in 
the clear and return to us a portion of 
the cattle money. Besides we have a 
vastly improved ranch—the ranch Sarl 
was scheming to own and would have 
owned if his had been the only bid today. 
That’s all!” 

“T’ll be gosh durned if it is,” yelled 
old man Burt. “It’s none of my business, 
but where'd a good cook like you get on 
to all these high finance tricks so you 
could out-guess a clever man like Sarl?” 

“Sarl? Clever! My good friend, he is 
a cheap crook. I’ve been cleaned out 
twice by real business sharks. I used 
to be on Wall Street, you see, until my 
nerves went to pieces from the gaff and 
sent me out here. Then Sarl came along 
and I saw his game. That accounts for 
the code telegrams and why I raided 
Goodwin’s desk. I wanted a copy of his 
signature for comparison. 

“Well, boys, let’s pack up and go home 
to Bar Circle. I’m going to let Bill 
Goodwin run the outfit, but right now 
I’m going to give my only order and that 
goes for all of you. Get busy and find 
where the pensioners have scattered to 
and bring every mother’s son back to 
Bar Circle.” 
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“I want you to hear this, Harvey,” said 
Lieutenant Connor. He turned again to 
Eadie. “You will accompany me,” he 
said coldly and clearly, “you and this 
other man. I order you to assist me. [| 
believe you are skulking and I mean to 
keep you under surveillance until I can 
turn you over to the authorities for in- 
vestigation. Will you come peaceably or 
not?” 

The other officer, Harvey, looked ner- 
vously at Connor and more nervously at 
Eadie and Jake. His eyes shifted here 
and there and he looked anything but 
comfortable. As for Eadie, he felt 
a little sick. Connor had a witness and 
Eadie wasn’t sure but what Connor could 
shoot him on the spot if he refused to 
go with him. Complaint could, of course, 
be made once Eadie returned to his bat- 
tery, but that would avail nothing now. 

“Well, are you coming?” asked Con- 
nor. 

“There’s nothing else we can do,” re- 
plied Eadie. 

“Sir!” barked Connor. Eadie remained 
mute. 

“Sullen devil, that,” remarked Con- 
nor, turning to the other officer. He led 
the way down the road a little way. 
Three enlisted men stood up as he ap- 
proached. They were wet, plastered with 
mud, their eyes haggard. Each one had 
two huge coils of telephone wire across 
his shoulders. 

“Each of you take two coils of wire,” 
directed the officer to Jake and Eadie, 
“and follow me. I wouldn’t try to run 
off. That’s a little friendly advice. 
March in-the rear, Harvey, and keep 
an eye on them.” 

The men, laden with the wire, began 
to stumble along past where the engi- 
neers dug up roots and pounded big 
stones into little ones. 

“Eadie,” whispered Jake, “you think 
we're goin’ up near the front?” 

“Sure are,” said Eadie grimly. 

“Then, by God, I know a name that’s 
goin’ to be in the next casualty list an’ 
it ain’t mine, neither!” 

“Now don’t go shooting that officer,” 
said Eadie. “That’s not the thing. I 
won't have it.” He walked away in 
silence. “A better way would be to wait 
until he’s asleep and then we'll tie him 
to his bunk, with a little of this wire, 
trickle some gasoline over him, then you 
and I snap cigarette butts at him until 
we set him alight!” 

“Man!” exclaimed Jake. “Where do 
you get your ideas? I wish to h!] I was 
educated. Ever since I met you I been 
sorry I never finished grammar school.” 

“What’s all this about?” asked Eadie 
of the men nearest him. 
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“Huh!” grunted a tall man. “Yuh see 
us? We’re the last of a detail of ten. 
The reason we're the last is because we 
wasn’t quick enough an’ now we’re up so 
far it ain't no use.” 

All the other men began to explain at 
once just how low, how unspeakable, how 
ripe for death by slow torture Lieuten- 
ant Connor was. They told how the de- 
tail had shrunk, one man diving into a 
dugout, another ducking into a ruined 
house, a third jumping a truck, others 
mingling with passing troops, and as 
soon as Connor discovered a man’s ab- 
sence, the others would be turned about 
and taken back to the scene. The only 
result of the search would be the finding 
of the man’s wire which he had promptly 
abandoned. The time finally arrived 
when the men had respectfully pointed 
out to Connor that they could not longer 
continue the march unless they had as- 
sistance in carrying the wire, since each 
man was laden with a double and even 
treble load. 

“An’ about then,” observed Jake, “his 
eagle eye fell on us.” 

“You said it!” agreed the others. 

“Who’s the other?” asked Eadie, in- 
dicating the younger officer. 

“Name's Harvey. He ain’t a bad sort, 
but Connor ranks him. He was to be 
observer an’ Connor was to lay the wire. 
Well, I’m bettin’ Mr. Harvey takes his 
foot in his hand an’ goes away like the 
rest of the boys.” 

They walked on a way in silence, leav- 
ing the road and striking off across the 
fields. Shells bloomed into great flowers 
of black and yellow smoke and the dis- 
tant rattling of machine guns became 
every minute clearer and clearer. Con- 
nor led the way, asking directions of 
walking-wounded they passed from time 
to time, and finally they entered a small 
grove of woods, where the brush was so 
thick they were forced to go in single 
file. Eadie walked with bowed head, 
shifting the wire from one shoulder to 
the other. He was terribly tired, and 
was beginning to be hungry again. He 
was mad. His mind held no other 
thought. He was just plain mad. And 
when he got back to the battery he was 
certainly going to turn this Connor per- 
son in. 

Suddenly a bend in the path brought 
Eadie into the presence of a great many 
drawn-faced, muddy men. Connor was 
there, and Harvey, and a number of 
other officers, also many doughboys with 
bayoneted rifles. There were some 
wounded, too. It did not need Eadie’s 
front line experience to see that these 
men had recently been fighting, and hard. 
Connor was already in conversation with 
one of the officers. 

“It’s useless to go any farther,” Eadie 
heard one of the new officers say. 

“But is there anyone up there?” asked 
Connor. 

The officers: all looked at each other. 

Well, we don’t know,” said one. “There 
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was an order from the brigade to retire. 
It doesn’t seem possible that we could 
have had so many casualties in such a 
short space of time. The chances are 
that there are still a couple of com- 
panies up there that haven’t got brains 
enough to come out.” 

“In that case,” said Connor, “we'll be 
on our way.” 

“Whoa,” cried all in one breath. Three 
or four officers and half a dozen enlisted 
men began to dissuade him. Eadie and 
Jake thankfully put down their coils of 
wire and sat on them, but they reckoned 
without their officer. 

“I have orders,” said Connor, “to lay 
this wire to the advanced units so they 
can ask for artillery fire when they 
want it, and so that they can direct the 
fire upon anything they please.” 

“Well, don’t be in a rush,” spoke up 
one of the officers. “If there is any one 
in front of us they will be back here 
pretty soon.” 

“That’s right,” spoke up another. 
“Orders came out to fall back to these 
woods until nightfall.” 

Connor seemed to hesitate. “What do 
you think, Harvey?” asked he, turning 
around. No answer. 

“Harvey,” cried Lieutenant Connor 
again. He looked here and there. There 
were bushes, their leaves dripping rain, 
wet tree trunks with water trickling 
down their sides, a stump with that 
curious cactus-like effect that a bursting 
shell gives to a tree. No sign of Mr. 
Harvey. Perhaps he had stepped back 
to speak to one of the wire stringers. 
Yes, that must be it. Connor strode 
back along the muddy cowpath, past Jake 
and Eadie to the bush that hid the turn. 
On the other side of the bush was a 
further vista of wet woods and muddy 
path. There was no Mr. Harvey and 
there were no wire stringers. Just be- 
yond the bush on the ground were six 
large coils of telephone wire. 

Lieutenant Connor went back to Jake 
and Eadie with his lip pouting more than 
ever. The two latter sat on their coils 
of wire with faces free of guile. 

“Do you know where Mr. Harvey is?” 
asked Connor. 

“No, sir,” replied Eadie. 

Connor was about to say something 
more, but as he glanced toward the group 
of officers with whom he had been talk- 
ing he saw that they were grinning 
broadly. Many of the infantry had 
stopped work and were regarding Lieu- 
tenant Connor with amusement. The 
lieutenant’s lip came out another quar- 
ter of an inch. 

“Pick up your wire, you two,” said he, 
“and follow me.” 

With never a glance to right or left, 
he stalled forward. As he passed the 
group of officers a gray-haired man 
stepped out and took his arm, walking 
along beside him. “Listen,” said this 
officer in an undertone, “you told Har- 
vey that these two men were a couple of 
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hard tickets. You've been cursing them 
all the morning. What do you suppose 
they'll do to you when you get up there 
in the woods with them alone? You'd 
better stay here with us for a half hour 
or so.” 

Beside the path a tarpaulin was spread 
on the ground and over it another was 
stretched to form a sort of tent. A 
dozen or so telephone wires went under 
this tent, each with a white tag telling 
from whence it came. Connor, without 
replying to the other officer, bent down 
and looked into the tent. “Have you got 
a switchbeard in there?” he asked. 
“Good. Hook on the end of this wire. 
I’m going to take the other end up to the 
advance units.” 

“Don’t be a fool,” said the officer. “The 
advanced units are all falling back. Har- 
vey’ll be back in a minute or two him- 
self. He’s just gone for a little walk.” 

“To hell with Harvey and you, too,” 
replied Lieutenant Connor. The older 
officer went away without answering. 

The wire was hooked on and the three 
men started forward through the woods, 
Jake unrolling his coil behind him. They 
passed a machine gun, an isolated sen- 
try, and then in a step or two, came to 
the edge of the woods and saw before 
them a long stretch of hill and meadow. 

Here they halted. Lieutenant Connor 
put down his own wire and looked soberly 
enough at the field in front of them. It 
was deserted, but that was no sign that 
hostile eyes were not watching it. There 
was a lot of action in that waste of 
wood and meadow. 


CHAPTER XXVII 
The Boche Attack 

HERE was a sudden crackle from the 

underbrush that made the three men 
jump. 

“There’s a gun in there!” cried the 
lieutenant. He took two steps off the 
path and there, in a depression of the 
ground, were two men, covered with a 
shelter half, from one end of which their 
helmets protruded and from the other 
end a thin black rod, a rod that vibrated 
and coughed and emitted a light blue 
haze. 

“Shut off that gun!” shouted the offi- 
cer. The men paid him no heed, but the 
clip running through at that second hav- 
ing jammed, the gun stopped perforce 
and the officer could make himself heard. 
“What are you shooting at?” he cried. 

“Them woods,” replied the gunner 
over his shoulder. 

“Are there boche in those woods?” 
asked Connor. 

“We ain't studyin’ whether there are 


or not,” answered the gunner. “We got 
to keep warm, anyway.” 
“Stop firing!” said Connor crisply. 


“You've no right to waste ammunition 
to warm yourselves. I'll see that your 
unit commander knows of this.” 

“Oh, God!” groaned Eadie. He watched 
the lieutenant turn and leap through 
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the dripping brush to a place where he 
could survey the field carefully. 

“Let’s go another clip, Joe,” said the 
machine gunner. Joe accordingly in- 
serted the clip and when its length had 
clattered through the gun, the two men 
in the hole sighed luxuriously. 

“What’s all the comfort about?” asked 
Eadie. 

The machine gunners grinned. They 
were absolutely hidden in their hole, 
only their necks protruding from the 
shelter half. 

“We got our shelter half set up around 
the gun,” said the loader, “an’ when it 
gets chilly we just let a clip go and the 
barrel heats up under the tent. An air- 
cooled gun ain’t so bad in the winter 
time.” 

“Boy,” agreed the gunner, “let Davey 
do his damnedest. We got a system here 
we’re gonna get a patent on when the 
war is over. Rain an’ snow ain’t nothin’ 
to us. Lookit, you better get a doctor 
for thet looey of yours; he’s clean off his 
nut. If it wasn’t so comfortable in this 
hole I'd get out and give him a stomach 
full o’ teeth. You could be witnesses he 
went bugs an’ tried to kill us.” 

The conversation ended then, for the 
lieutenant came back. 

“Pick up your wire, you men,” he said. 
“There are troops out there, they’ve got 
a blinker going.” All craned their necks 
and, sure enough, on the far side of the 
field was a pale light that winked and 
flickered in the dots and dashes of the 
Morse code. There were troops there 
with a portable battery and a signaling 
lamp and they were sending back details 
of their position. 

“Come on!” the 
“Where’s that sergeant?” 

“Here!” answered Eadie. He came 
crashing through the brush from a short 
distance away, stowing something in his 
slicker pocket. 

“What’s that?” barked the officer. 

“T picked up a couple of cans of beans 
and some canned coffee over there,” ex- 
plained Eadie. “I saw a rifle sticking 
up butt foremost and thought there 
might be a little eating matter around.” 
The bodies of men who fall in wheat 
or high brush are so marked, so that 
the burying detail can find them. 

“Do you mean to say you plundered 
some bodies for that food?” cried the 
officer. 

“Why, no. 
and 

“Put it down!” 

“_they’d taken off his pack to see 
how bad he was hit. I wouldn’t touch a 
stiff for a carload of canned beans.” 

“Put it down!” 

Eadie dropped the can and fished out 
two more from his pockets, which he also 
dropped. The machine gunner reached a 
long arm from his pit and gathered 
them in. 

“Tie your wire onto the other end of 
that man’s coil and go ahead. Only take 
one coil apiece,” directed the officer. 
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Then he led the way to the edge of the field. 

Crossing that field was a lot like tak- 
ing a cold bath, the worst part of it was 
getting in. Eadie was to lead, uncoiling 
his wire, and Jake whose coil was nearly 
gone, was to follow. Last of all came 
the officer with another coil. The three 
of them lay down and wriggled out into 
the wet grass, Eadie pushing his coil of 
wire ahead of him, and then turning 
over and dragging it after him as he 
shoved himself along the ground with 
his heels. The collar of his slicker 
acted as a plow and mud, bits of grass, 
and water worked down his neck. Ea- 
die’s blood boiled at the thought of the 
lieutenant and the way he and Jake had 
been tricked into carrying the wire. He 
raged and swore to himself and forgot 
his fatigue rehearsing the complaint he 
was going to make when he got back to 
the battery. 

From time to time, when a shell hole 
or a wrinkle of ground gave them the 
opportunity, the men would take a cau- 
tious survey and, having secured their 
bearings, they would go on again. They 
had to go over about six hundred yards 
of wet grass, shell holes, and mud. The 
place was strewn with blankets, packs, 
and empty bandoliers, but they passed 
no bodies. 

“Halt!” 

The three crawling men complied. A 
far-away voice had called to them and 
they waited to see what the voice would 
say next. 

“We’re Americans!” called Eadie 
finally, when the unseen man had made 
no further remarks. 

“Come in,” called a new voice. “Keep 
your hands where we can see them. 
Swing to your right a little way and 
you'll find a ditch.” 

Eadie rolled over, scrambled a little 
way and sure enough, found a deep ditch 
into which he could roll and stand up- 
right. Jake joined and then the lieu- 
tenant. They moved cautiously along 
the ditch and found themselves con- 
fronted by half a dozen unshaven dough- 
boys with fixed bayonets. 

“Where the hell do you guys think 
you’re goin’?” asked one of the unshaven. 

“Enough of that!” snapped Lieutenant 
Connor. “I’m an officer.” 

“Oh, he’s an officer,” said another un- 


shaven. “Well, take ’em all up to the 
lootenant. Just leave that wire here, 
buddie.” 


Eadie dropped his wire, and, escorted 
by four of the six unshaven, he and 
Jake and the lieutenant followed the 
ditch until they came to a road, into 
which they turned. 

This road went over a hill as a sur- 
cingle goes over a saddle, and two banks, 
one like the pommel and the other the 
cantle, stuck up on either side. The field 
that the men had crossed was a pla 
teau, for the road plunged away on one 
side to the valley of the Meuse, and took 
an abrupt drop to a dry water course on 
the other side. The saddle itself was a 
hundred yards or so long and this hun- 
dred yards was filled with men, all busy 
digging themselves holes in the side hill. 
There was a dressing station, a row of 
clay-faced wounded, and another row of 
men covered with blankets. Eadie, un- 
able to restrain the temptation to look, 
glanced at the shoes that stuck out from 
under the blankets. There were a dozen 
Pairs of shoes and only two were hob- 


nailed. 
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Suddenly the guards halted and Eadie 
found himself confronting a soldier who 
sat against the bank, his feet braced 
on the edge of the ditch. This man was 
shaved, but his once expensive uniform 
was ragged and stained with yellow mud. 
There were little straggling threads of 
silk on collar and shoulder strap where 
the ornaments of rank insignia had been 
cut away. There was a huge tear in one 
breeches leg, through which a naked 
thigh and a nasty bleeding wire cut 
could be seen. 

“What's this?” asked the man, looking 
up at the newcomers. 

“They was sneakin’ across the field an’ 
we brung ’em in,” explained the guard. 

“Well?” 

“We're a wire layin’ detail from the 
artillery,” explained Lieutenant Connor. 
“I have been directed to find the fore- 
most infantry unit of the Fourth Divi- 
sion. I assume this is it. If it isn’t, I 
must go on.” 

“The Fourth Division?” cried Eadie. 
“We don’t belong to the Fourth, we be- 
long to the Third. Why, the Fourth 
have got artillery of their own! The 
77th is with the Fourth, our old brother 
outfit from Ethan Allen!” The sergeant 
paused, for the eyes of all were on him, 
especially those of the man on the bank. 

“Would you like to see a doctor?” 
asked the latter. “If you're feeling 
jumpy or seeing double or anything———” 

Eadie shook his head. Even as he 
spoke several things had become clear 
to him. The infantry that he and Jake 
had been with the day before had not 
made a tremendous advance, but he and 
Jake had again wandered across the line 
into the right division’s sector, and were 
now with infantry of that division. Still, 
the wire stringers had belonged to Ea- 
die’s brigade, which would mean that 
the brigade was now backing up the 
Fourth instead of their own division. 
That would also explain why no relief 
had been sent to Eadie. There had been 
a switch during the night, and probably 
Baldy and Short Mack had been rushed 
out to the new division. Well, they were 
here now, and must make the best of it. 

“So you came in across the field,” mut- 
tered the ragged officer. You men want 
to commit suicide or did you come up 
here for some definite purpose?” 

“We've brought up a wire from the 
information center,” replied Lieutenant 
Connor coldly. He had been thinking 
more and more that this ragged officer 
was probably a temporary second lieu- 
tenant. No one bought expensive uni- 
forms like that except newly commis- 
sioned officers of the general staff. 
Hence he, Connor, was preparing to do 
some heavy ranking. 


“You've brought up a wire?” cried 
the ragged man. “Well, I call that fine 
work. If I’d known you men were bring- 
ing me a wire I’d have let go a few slugs 
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at you myself. This is the first time in 
twenty-nine years of service that I’ve 
been able to draw a free breath and do 
as I pleased. And you have to bring me 
up a wire so that the corps can make it 
miserable for me! What the hell do I 
want with a wire? I’ve got a blinker 
running and that’s enough. It 
runs one way, that’s why I like it. Who 
knows how to hold this road, me or old 
Foot in the Grave ten miles back and 
ninety feet down?” 

“Before we discuss the question any 
further,” remarked Connor haughtily, 
“let’s settle the question of rank. I’m a 
first lieutenant ranking from July 10, 
1918. What are you?” 

The ragged man’s jaw dropped with 
almost a distinct click. He seemed at a 
loss for words. He gasped. 

“Rank?” finally breathed the ragged 
man in a husky voice. “Damn, are they 
all crazy? Don’t worry about rank, lieu- 
tenant. When I was a first lieutenant, 
you weren't born. Go bring me that 
wire.” 

One of the men that had come up with 
Eadie detached himself from the group 
and in a few minutes appeared with sev- 
eral more, tugging the end of the wire 
after them. Lieutenant Connor, who had 
an instrument, attached the end of the 
wire and after some minutes of crank- 
ing and calling “hello,” he got a re- 
sponse. 

“There you are,” said he to the ragged 
man. “You can talk to them.” 

“Hello,” began the ragged man. “Who's 
this? Ah, well put me through to Sheri- 
dan. Hello, Sheridan? General Mac- 
Lood speaking. I’m up here in the 
woods with a composite battalion. They 
belong to every unit in the A. E. F. The 
rectification of the line was very poorly 
done and so we were pinched out. I can 
hold out until night. We've got to have 
some air by then though. Darkness and 
all that. I haven’t got any machine guns 
to speak of. Can you hear me?” 

The ragged man, who said he was a 
general, -wound the crank of the tele 
phone. He listened, he called into the 
mouthpiece, and wound the crank again. 
“I guess it’s gone,” he remarked. “Well, 
they know we're alive. The thing that 
frightens me is that our artillery might 
take a desire to steamroll this road and 
with us on it it wouldn’t be pleasant. 
Artillerymen do that some—what the 
hell is eating you?” 

A doughboy, holding a portable pick in 
his hand, had joined the group. His face 
was quite white and concerned. His 
mouth opened and shut but no words 
came. 

“Speak up!” said the general. 

The man gave a dry croak. “Boche!” 
he said, and pointed with his free hand. 

The group all looked in the direction 
of the place where the road went down- 
hill toward the west. That place had a 
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few seconds before been full of dough- 
boys digging holes, arranging shelter 
halves over holes already dug or chop- 
ping down bushes for camouflage. These 
had suddenly disappeared and now one 
could see nothing but a helmet or two, 
a few rifle barrels and some men prone 
in the road who were looking at some- 
thing downhill below them. 

“Lieutenant!” said the general quickly 
and sharply, “you and I are the only offi- 
cers here. Go down to the other end of 
the road and take charge. Have every 
one stop what he’s doing and find cover. 
Under no consideration let any shooting 
start. Jump! The rest of you, follow 
me!” 

Eadie, Jake, the men who had guarded 
them, and two others that he had not 
noticed before, went hurriedly to the 
edge of the hill. Here they cautiously 
looked down. 

There was a deep gulch there that ran 
diagonally across the road, winding away 
to the southwest. Through this gulch 
marched a great many German soldiers, 
rifles slung, full packs, all helmeted, 
with their dark steel hood that looks so 
much like a coal scuttle. They flowed 
along the gulch like a stream running 
uphill, not in any kind of formation, but 
just as any crowd of men would scramble 
along over rough ground. 


“You,” said the general in an under- 
tone to the two infantrymen, “jump out 
and tell those men in the ditch not to 
start any shooting. Those Germans are 
going up that gulch to pull off a flank at- 
tack on our lines farther back. We 
mustn’t let them know we’re here. They 
out-number us about five to one or more 
anyway. Sergeant Fletcher, run back 
to the blinker and send, ‘Enemy in large 
numbers moving southwest. Watch left.’ 
Go on, you others, get all those riflemen 
back here. You, there, you man with 
the mustache, do you know where the 
machine gun is up there? Jump up and 


tell em not to fire on their lives! 

The men turned to go, but there was 
a sudden crackle of rifle fire and strag- 
gling burst of yelling from down the 
road. The Germans below halted in- 
stantly and stood listening. Two patrols 
detached themselves from the mob and 
began to climb the hill toward the 
Americans. The machine gun that was 
on the upper edge of the road went into 
action with a sound like ripping cloth, 
the two patrols melted into lumps of 
motionless gray, and men went down in 
the tightly massed troops below, beaten 
down by the machine gun fire as grass 
is by water from a hose. The sight was 
too much for the concealed American in- 
fantry. The place began to sizzle with 
rifle fire. 

“Ah, damn the luck!” muttered the 
general. “Now they’re off.” He bit his 
lip a moment, then turned to Eadie and 
Jake. “Is either of you a non-com?” he 
asked. 

“I’m a sergeant, sir,” replied Eadie. 

“Good. We're in for a red-hot fight. 
I'm going back to get the wounded out 
of the road and to see how things are 
there. Stay here and when my mes- 
Sengers come back don’t let them go 
away again. I’m leaving you in charge 
now. Don’t let anyone start a panic.” 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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YOU CAN SAVE 
FROM WHEREVER YOU ARE 


SEND FOR 
LEAFLET INTEREST 
“BANKING BEGINS 
BY MAIL.” AS SOON 
ALLor. AS YOUR 
MENTS DEPOSIT 
ACCEPTED REACHES US 


THE SEAMEN’S BANK FOR SAVINGS 
74 Wall St., New York 
CHARTERED 1829 -t- RESOURCES OVER $110,000,000.00 


ANNOUNCEMENT | 


Captain Benj. F. Fogg, U. S. Marine Corps, Retd., and V. H. 
Loy, formerly Staff Sergeant Motor Transport, U. S. Marine 
Corps, have purchased The Paris Auto Service, Quantico, Va. 


Studebakers, Oakland, 


Pontiac Dealers 


together with a SERVICE STATION prepared to service 
ANY MAKE of Car 


Quality and Satisfaction Running Mates 


For quality that means satisfaction—at lowest cost. 
For style that’s right up to the minute—for good sound 
value that saves you money—you want 


B-K. CLOTHES $19.75 to $39.75 
MOST FOR YOUR MONEY 


The Bieber-Kaufman Co. xicntn street, s. x. Washington, D. C. 


29 
vin | 
ve 
do 
me 
it 
ker 
nly 
Tho 
old 
ind 
ny 
ly, 
la 
10, 
ith 
t a 
red 
= | 
eu- 
nt, 
hat 
‘ith . 
yup 
ev- 
‘ire 
the 
re- 
Pan 
zed | 
eri- | 
ac- 
the 
rey 
The 
rly 
ran 
ave 
and 
ans 
ole 
the 
ell, 
hat 
and 
int. 
the 
in 
ace 
His 
rds 
9” 
e! 
nd. 
1on 
wn- 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Sixt) 


THE IEATHERNECK 


Decembe 


Lire OW THE OCEAN WAE~ DEDIATED TO ALL /EA-COINC. By — 


Colorado ~ 


GIRRE A HANO- 
Te AW - 


WASHT BATTLE STATIONS” 
Then weee Just 
CALRING AWAY THE 
Home BAT. 


SEND A 
Guy up THis PLACE 

Are THEN ASPHYKIATE 
ON THE WAY UP- 


SAY LOWIT~ (> THIS 


|, 
| 


So 


cons 
s7ATons~ 

MAINMAST 
WAST So - 

A UP To 
Tat 


THE 


HALF BucKET ¢ WATER 


we. WwHaTs LEFT Te 
Dewan THIS 


Arter THAT, 


YEAH - THEN 
BATH 
IN IT, AND AFTER 


CETTE 
THES: 
TimME 


Z doin we 
; Maainer 
ani Jee the world 


Tue MavcorAaists at Cowes. | 


ONE OF You Guys | & 


oF HE Five Barrery- 


Axe MATURE 
AND RESEARCH - YE 
HAS DECIDED THAT THE 
ABovE DEPICTED TYPE oF 
READCEAe IS THE Kino 
SUITABLE Foe 


ABoaeD SHIP. 


/sax- DONT THO 


An aweul 


) 


Aw- 
TueesT GuwS MACE Aye 


DONT MIND 


Wink we Wee Are 

move Away FRoM T RECKON TLL 


re 


Me sHie? 
>} 
lus 


( > 


Gorn’ 
To “ovE- THEM 
GuNS 1S 
BiG AND Close 


TREN THERES ALWAYS THE waTee ~ AY 4 
cen \ — LY 
Teacepy in YA | 
| | Rookie ( \ \ | 
| 


STANDARD OIL CO. OF NEW YORK 
26 Broadway New York 


TRADE MARK 


PETROLEUM 
PRODUCTS, 


“Ay 
ARO on co. oF 


The Mark of Quality 


Socony Products 


Illuminating Oils 
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“One thing you can say for the men— 
they know a good smoke.” 


Their judgment has made Camels the 


most popular cigarette in the United 


States. 
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